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PREFATORY NOTE. 


The congenial task of collecting and arranging 
these Letters was undertaken in obedience to the 
wish of Mrs. Matthew Arnold^ and of her sisters- 
in-law Mrs. Forster and Miss Arnold of Fox How. 

It was Matthew Arnold’s express wish that he 
might not be made the subject of a Biography. 
His family, however, felt that a selection from 
his Letters was not prohibited; and that such 
a selection might reveal aspects of his character 
— his tenderness and playfulness and filial affec- 
tion — which could be only imperfectly appre- 
hended through the more formal medium of his 
published works. He maintained a constant cor- 
respondence with his nearest relations, and from 
that correspondence most of these Letters have 
been taken. It will be seen that they are essen- 
tially familiar and domestic, and were evidently 
written without a thought that they would ever 
be read beyond the circle of his family. Several 
additions, of great interest and value, have been 
made by the kindness of friends, who have also 
helped me in fixing dates and interpreting allusions. 
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PRBFATOEY NOTE. 


Por those who knew Matthew Arnold, the pecul- 
iar charm of letters lies in their perfect natu- 
ralness. They are, in a word, hiiTiself / and there 
can be no higher praise. A more genuinely amia- 
ble man never lived. Nature had given him a 
sunny temper, <5[mok sympathy, and inexhaustible 
fun. But something more than nature must have 
gone to make his constant unselfishness, his manly 
endurance of adverse fate, his buoyancy in breast- 
ing difiS-culties, his uni'emitting solicitude for the 
welfare and enjoyment of those who stood nearest 
to his heart. Self-denial was the law of his life, 
yet the word never crossed his lips. He revelled 
in doing kindness, never more than when the re- 
cipient was a little child, or an overworked school- 
mistress, or a struggling author. He taxed his 
ingenuily to find words of encouragement and 
praise for the most immature and unpromising 
efforts. He was even passionately loyal to old 
association, and to have helped or cared for those 
who were dear to him was a sure passport to his 
affection. The magnificent serenity of his demean- 
our concealed from the outside world, but never 
from his friends, his boyish appreciation of kind- 
ness, of admiration, of courteous attention. 

His faculty of enjoyment was peculiarly keen, 
and there were few departments of life which it 
did not touch. Before all else, he was a worshipper 
of Nature, watching all her changing aspects with 
a loverlike assiduity, and never happy in a long- 
continued separation from her. Then his manifold 
culture and fine taste enabled him to appreciate at 
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its proper value all that is good in high civilisation'; 
and yet the unspoilt naturalness of his character 
found a zest in the most commonplace pleasures of 
daily existence. Probably Art^ whether in music 
or in painting, affected him less than most men of 
equal cultivation; but there neYer lived a human 
being to whom Literature and Society — books and 
people — taking each word in its most comprehen- 
sive sense, yielded a livelier or a more constant joy. 

As we think of him, endearing traits of character 
come crowding on the memory — his merry interest 
in his friends’ concerns; his love of children; his 
kindness to animals; his absolute freedom from 
bitterness, rancour, and envy ; his unstinted admi- 
ration of beauty and cleverness; his frank enjoy- 
ment of light and colour, of a happy phrase, an apt 
quotation, a pretty room, a well-arranged dinner, 
a fine vintage; his childlike pleasure in his own 
performances — Bid I say that ? How good that 
was ! ” - 

But all these trifling touches of character-paint- 
ing tend to overlay and perhaps to obscure the true 
portraiture of Matthew Arnold. He was pre-emi- 
nently a good man ; gentle, generous, enduring, labo- 
rious ; a devoted husband, a most tender father, an 
unfailing friend. 

Qualified by nature and training for the highest 
honours and successes which the world can give, he 
spent his life in a long round of unremunerative 
drudgery, working even beyond the limits of his 
strength for those whom he loved, and never by 
word or sign betraying even a consciousness of that 
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PEEFATORY NOTE. 


dull indifference to Ms gifts and services wMcli 
stirred the fruitless indignation of Ms friends. His 
theology, once the subject of some just criticism, 
seems nov a matter of comparatively little moment ; 
for, indeed, Ms nature vras essentially religious. 
He was loyal to truth as he knew it, loved the light 
and sought it earnestly, and by Ms daily and hourly 
practice gave sweet and winning illustration of his 
own doctrine that conduct is three-fourths of human 
life. 

One personal remiMscence may not unfitly close 
this sketch. 

In 1868 Sdntthew Arnold lost his eldest son, a 
schoolboy at Harrow. I was with the bereaved 
father on the morning after the boy^s death, and 
the author with whom he was consoling himself 
waa Marcus Aurelius. Eeaders of the Essays in 
Critidsm will remember the beautiful eulogy on 
that great Seeker after Gt-od, and will, perhaps, feel 
that, in describing him, the friend who speaks to 
us in the following pages half-unconsciously de- 
scribed himself. — ^^We see Mm wise, just, self- 
governed, tender, thankful, blameless, yet with all 
this agitated, stretching out Ms arms for some- 
thing beyond — tendmUmgue manus rvpos ulteri(ms 
amoreP 

My anxious desire has been that no handiwork 
of mine should impertinently obtrude itself be- 
tween the writer and Ms readers, or obscure the 
effect of Ms unique and fascinating character. 
I have therefore added nothing beyond such notes 
as were necessary to make the allusions intelli- 
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gible, and the narrative coherent. In this connex- 
ion I mnst specially acknowledge the help which 
I have obtained from Mr. Thomas Bm-nett Smart, 
and his excellent Bibliography of Matthew Arnold, 
Here and there, I have been constrained, by defer- 
ence to living susceptibilities, to make some slight 
excisions ; but, as regards the brilk of the Letters, 
this process had been performed before the manu- 
script came into my hands. G W E. R 



LETTERS OE MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


Matthew Aenold was bom on Christmas Eve, 
1822, the eldest son of Tbomas Arnold and Ms wife 
Mary Penrose. BLis birtbplace was Laleham, in the 
valley of the Thames, where his father took pupils 
till he was elected to the Head-MastersMp of Erugby 
in 1828. In 1830 Matthew Arnold returned from 
Eugby to Laleham, as a pupil of Ms uncle, the Eev. 
John Buckland; and in August 1836 he entered 
“ Commoners ” at Winchester, under Dr. Moberly, 
afterwards Bishop of Salisbury. Dr. Arnold, him- 
self a Wykehamist, wished that Ms son should 
receive the full benefit of that austere system 
wMch was then in its heyday at Winchester. But 
the clever little boy took so good a place in the 
school that he was beyond the reach of fagging; 
and Dr, Arnold removed Mm from Winchester 
at the end of a year. Matthew Arnold entered 
Eugby School in August 1837, living under Ms 
father’s roof at the School-House. In 1840 he won 
a school-prize with Ms first published poem, ^^Alaric 
at Eome,” and in the same year he was elected to 
an open Classical ScholarsMp at BallioL In June 
1841 he won a School-ExMbition, and left Eugby ; 
and he went up to Oxford in the following October. 

VOL. I. — B 1 
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TO HIS MOTHER. 


In 1843 he won the Fewdigate Prize with his poem 
on “Cromwell.'' At Christmas, 1844, he obtained a 
Second Class in the Final Classical Schools ; and he 
was elected a Fellow of Oriel on March 28, 1845. 
For a short time he acted as an assistant master at 
I^ugby, and in 1847 he was appointed Private Secre- 
tary to Lord Lansdowne, then Lord President of the 
Council. 

From this point the Letters may be left to tell 
their own tale. 


To his Mother. 

London, Jmiuary 2, 1848. 

Mt dearest Mother — I write this in my stage 
between Laleham and Bowood^ to say that I hope 
to come home in about a week from this time ; to- 
morrow week perhaps. I go to Bowood by the 
2 P.M. train to-morrow, to arrive by dinner-time. 
I do not expect I shall know a soul there. Last 
Monday I went to Laleham. I found Aunt^ in her 
room, and looking very feverish and unwell, but she 
improved every day I was there. It was nearly 
dark when I left the Wey bridge Station, but I 
could make out the wide sheet of the gray Thames 
gleaming through the general dusk as I came out 
on Chertsey Bridge, I never go along that shelv- 
ing gravelly road up towards Laleham without in- 
terest, from Chertsey Lock to the turn where the 
drunken man lay. To-day, after morning church, I 
went up to Pentonhook, and found the stream with 
1 Lord Lansdowne's liouse ia WUtshire. 2 Buckland. 
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the old volume, width, shine, rapid fulness, kemp- 
shott,” ^ and swans, unchanged and unequalled, to 
my partial and remembering eyes at least. On 
the Hook itself they have been draining and cut- 
ting a little ; but the old paved part of the barge 
road on the Laleham side of the Lock-house is all 
as it was, and the Campamblas^ they told me, grow 
as much as ever there in summer. Yesterday I 
was at Chertsey, the poetic town of our childhood 
as opposed to the practical, historical Staines : it is 
across the river, reached by no bridges and roads, 
but by the primitive ferry; the meadow patb, the 
Abbey river with its wooden bridge and the narrow 
lane by the old wall ; and, itself the stillest of coun- 
try towns backed by St. Ann’s, leads nowhere, but 
to the heaths and pines of Surrey. How unlike 
the journey to Staines, and the great road through 
the flat, drained Middlesex plain, with its single 
standing pollarded elms ! I was yesterday at the 
old house and under the cedars and by the old pink 
acacia. I went to see Mrs. Powell and Mrs. Hokes, 
the first of whom, at eighty, recalls her charwoman 
days, and her puff paste which did not give satis- 
faction because Mr. Buckland preferred short paste 
— and thanks the dear Lord that she can still do 
for herself. The second is in extreme feebleness, 
but she, too, remembered the Whitmonday on which 
that nice man, Mr. Arnold, when no one came from 
Staines, took the duty himself, etc., etc. I must 
stop; good-night, with love to all, ever your affec- 
tionate M. Arnol3>. 


1 A landing-stage. 
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TO ms SISTER. 


haps, but no profound stirring. So I desisted, 
and have only poured forth a little to Clough,^ we 
two agreeing like two lambs in a world of wolves. 
I think you would have liked to see the corre- 
spondence. 

What agitates me is this, if the new state of things 
succeeds in France, social changes are inefvitable here 
and elsewhere, for no one looks on seeing his neigh- 
bour mending without asking himself if he cannot 
mend in the same way; but, without waiting for 
the result, the spectacle of France is likely to breed 
great agitation here, and such is the state of our 
masses that their movements now can only be brutal 
plundering and destroying. And if they wait, there 
is no one, as far as one sees, to train them to con- 
quer, by their attitude and superior conviction; the 
deep ignorance of the middle and upper classes, 
and their feebleness of vision becoming, if possible, 
daily more apparent. Ton must by this time begin 
to see what people mean by placing France j[^olitir 
caUy in the van of Europe ; it is the mtelligence of 
their ideorTnoved masses which makes them, politi- 
cally, as far superior to the insensible masses of 
England as to the Eussian serfs, and at the same 
time they do not threaten the educated world with 
the intolerable laideur of the well-fed American 
masses, so deeply anti-pathetic to continental Eu- 
rope. Eemark this to Miss Miartineau ^ cursorily. 

1 Arthur Hugh Clough, commemorated by Matthew Arnold 
iu Thyrm. 

2 Harriet Martineau was a neighbour of the Arnolds at Fox 
How, their home in Westmorland. 
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But I do not say that these people in France 
have much dreamed of the deepest wants of man, 
or are likely to enlighten the world much on the 
subject, and I do not wonder at G-uizot, who is an 
austerely serious man, rather despising them. In- 
deed, I believe he had got, with the spectacle of 
corruption and meanness round him, to despise the 
whole human race pretty roundly ; and as, though 
he never took bribes, he let his creatures bribe 
others, so, though he would have never lied to his 
own soul, he passed on a lie from the king to others 
now and then with a sardonic indifference. This 
is all he is accused of in the Spanish affair; the 
king lied to him at first, and when he found it out, 
instead of leaving office, he brazened out the affair. 
You know he must have despised such an ineffectual 
set as Lord Normanby^ and the English Govern- 
ment men, who, between them all, never had a 
thought in their lives. He lives quite retired here, 
they say, not even seeing the king. I cannot help 
thinking of Lucan’s famous line, Victrix causa Dei^ 
placuit, sed victa Gatoni. Be kind to the neigh- 
bours, this is all we can.” — Ever yours, 

M. Arnold. 


To Ms Mother. 

Wednesday {April 1848 ). 

Dear Ma.mma — Don’t trouble yourself to send 
me papers. I see all papers at clubs, and so forth. 
To say the truth, the responsibility of sending back 
a paper weighs on my mind. The National of yes- 
1 Our Ambassador at Paris. 
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TO HIS MOTHER. 


tsrday roports that London was &fh plciifiB itisuTTCC’' 
tion^ Do you wish for the National always, or 
only when I think it interesting? I saw Emerson 
the other day, and had a very pleasant interview. 
I did not think him just to Wordsworth. He had 
a very just appreciation of Miss Martineau, which 
indeed no man of a certain delicacy of intellectual 
organisation can fail to have. He said Carlyle was 
much agitated by the course of things 5 he had 
known, he said, a European revolution was inevi- 
table, hut had expected the old state of things 
to last out his time. He gives our institutions, 
as they are called, aristocracy. Church, etc., five 
years, I heard last night 5 long enough, certainly, 
for patience, already at death’s door, to have to 
die in, I was at the Chartist convention^ the 
other night, and was much struck with the ability 
of the speakers. However, I should be sorry to 
live under their government — nor do I intend to 
— though Nemesis would rejoice at their triumph. 
The ridiculous terror of people here is beyond 
belief, and yet it is not likely, I fear, to lead to 
any good results. Tell Miss Martineau it is said 
here that Monckton Milnes ® refused to be sworn in 
a special constable that he might be free to assume 
the post of President of the Republic at a moment’s 
notice. — Ever yours, M. Aknold. 

1 A great gathering of Chartists assembled on Kennington 
Common, April 10, 1848. 

2 A National Convention of Chartist Delegates sat in London, 
April and May 1848. 

« Afterwards Lord Houghton. 
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To his Eldest Sister. 

Lansdownb House, Tuesday {May 1848). 

My own dearest K . — I am writing liere (6J 
P.M.), till Lord L. comes back from the House; 
but if be does not arrive by 6^ be begged me to go. 
I have not opened my great table to write to you, 
but I bave set my paper on an account of Scinde, 
and bold tbis on my knee. It is beginning to grow 
dusk, but it bas been a sweet day, witb sun and a 
playing wind and a softly broken sky. Tbe cro- 
cuses, wbicb bave long starred tbe lawn in front 
of tbe windows, growing bke daisies out of tbe 
turf, bave nearly vanished, but tbe lilacs that 
border tbe court are thrusting their leaves out to 
make amends. 

“The clouds of sickness cast no stain upon 
Her valleys and blue hills : 

The Doubt, that assails all things, never won 
This faithful impulse of unfaithful wills.” 

It gets more and more gray and indistinct, and 
the musical clock behind me is quickening its pace 
in preparation for its balf-bour peal ; I shut tbis up 
and go. 

To the Seme. 

Wed/Jiesday {May 1848). 

After all my dressing, when I arrived at tbe 
Bunsens’ last night pursuant to invitation, tbe ser- 
vant told me they bad put off their parties, tbe 
Prince of Prussia^ having just arrived; so back I 

^ William, Prince of Prussia, and afterwards Geiman Em- 
peror, had taken refuge in London from the mob of Berlin, and 
was living with the Chevalier Bunsen at the Prussian Embassy. 
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TO ms MOTHER. 


trundled, walked the streets a little while, tried 
to read a grammar, even a novel, found myself 
too feverish, and actually went to bed at lOJ, slept 
like a top till and am better to-day, so I avoid 
all medicine. 

How plain it is now, though an attention to the 
comparative literatures for the last fifty years might 
have instructed any one of it, that England is in a 
certain sense far behind the Continent. In conver- 
sation, in the newspapers, one is so struck with 
the fact of the utter insensibility, one may say, of 
people to the number of ideas and schemes now 
ventilated on the Continent — not because they 
have judged them or seen beyond them, but from 
sheer habitual want of wide reading and thinking : 
like a child’s intellectual attitude vis-d-vis of the 
proposition that Saturn’s apparent diameter sub- 
tends an angle of about 18°. Our practical virtues 
never certainly revealed more clearly their isolation. 

I am not sure but I agree in Lamartine’s prophecy 
that 100 years hence the Continent will be a great 
united Eederal Kepublic, and England, all her 
colonies gone, in a dull steady decay. M. A. 


To his Mother, 

London, May 7 (1848). 

My dearest Mamma — Though I believe the 
balance of correspondence is in my favour at pres- 
ent, I will write to you a few lines instead of sit- 
ting idle till Lord L. summons me. I have just 
finished a German book I brought with me here: a 
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mixture of poems and travelling joumal by Hein- 
rich Heine, the most famous of the young German 
literary set. He has a good deal of power, though 
more trick; however, he has thoroughly disgusted 
me. The Byronism of a German, of a man trying 
to be gloomy, cynical, impassioned, moqueur, etc., 
all d la fois, with their honest bonhommistic lan- 
guage and total want of experience of the kind that 
Lord Byron, an English peer with access every- 
where, possessed, is the most ridiculous thing in 
the world. Goethe wisely said the Germans could 
not have a national comedy because they had no 
social life; he meant the social life of highly civil- 
ised corrupt communities like Athens, Paris, or 
London; and for the same reason they cannot have 
a Byronic poetry. I see the Prench call this Heine 
a “Voltaire au clair de lune,” which is very happy. 

I have been returning to Goethe’s Life, and 
think higher of him than ever. His thorough 
sincerity — writing about nothing that he had 
not experienced — is in modern literature almost 
unrivalled. Wordsworth resembles him in this 
respect; but the difference between the range of 
their two experiences is immense, and not in the 
Englishman’s favour. I have also been again 
reading Las Casas, and been penetrated with ad- 
miration for Napoleon, though his southern reck- 
lessness of assertion is sometimes staggering. But 
the astonishing clearness and width of his views 
on almost all subjects, and when he comes to prac- 
tise his energy and precision in arranging details, 
never struck me so much as now. His contest 
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TO ms MOTHER. 


with England is in the highest degree tragic. The 
inability of the English of that time in any way to 
comprehend him, and yet their triumph over him 

— and the sense of this contrast in his own mind 
— there lies the point of the tragedy. The num- 
ber of ideas in his head which ^^were not dreamed 
of in their philosophy,” on government and the 
future of Europe, and yet their crushing him, really 
with the best intentions, but a total ignorance of him 
— what a subject! But it is too near at hand to 
be treated, I am afraid. To one who knew the 
English, his fate must have seemed inevitable; 
and therefore his plans must have seemed imper- 
fect; but what foreigner could divine the union of 
invincibility and speculative dulness in England? 

— Ever yours, M. A. 


To the Same, 

London, Sunday y July 29, 1849. 

My dearest Mamma — I have been out very 
little the last week, as nearly every one I know is 
out of town. There was a sonnet of mine in last 
week’s Examiner — “To the Hungarian Hation,” 
but as it was not worth much I don’t send it.^ 
Tell dearest K. I shall not forget her on Wednes- 
day. I give her the new 1 vol. edition of Lock- 
hart’s Life of Scott, but it must wait for Edward^ 
or me to bring it, as it is too big a book for the new 
postal arrangements. What a book — what a man I 
I have read a good deal of biography lately — 

1 This soimet was never reprinted. 

2 His brother, Edward Penrose Arnold. 
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Byron, Scott, Napoleon, Goethe, Burns. The 29th 
of August this year is the centenary of Goethe’s 
birth. Let me add that I have finished the Biad, 
going straight through it, that is. I have within 
this year read through all Homer’s works, and all 
those ascribed to him. But I have done little, 
though more than most years, though I am getting 
more of a distinct feeling as to what I want to 
read; however, this, though a great step, is not 
enough without strong command over oneself to 
make oneself follow one’s rule; conviction, as the 
Westminster divines say, must precede conversion, 
but does not imply it. — Yours, a thousand times, 

M. A. 


To his Youngest Sister. 

Loiodon, Wednesday (1849). 

My dearest Eak — Thank you for your letter. 
When you come to Rugby I shall try and get there 
to see you for a day. On Sunday afternoon I went 
to Laleham, which you have never seen. In the 
afternoon I went to Pentonhook with TJncle Buck- 
land, Pan and Martha, and all the school following 
behind, just as I used to follow along the same river 
bank eighteen years ago. It changes less than any 
place I ever go to. I should like to go there with 
your sister Jane. Tell her the horse-chestnuts on 
the lawn before the Hartwells looking to the river 
and Chertsey were just going out of bloom. On 
Monday morning I got up at half-past six, and 
bathed with Hughes^ in the Thames, having a 
1 Thomas Hughes, author of Tom Brownes Schooldays. 
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TO WYNDHAM SLADE. 


header off the ''kempshott” where the lane from 
the village comes down on the river, and at seven 
I was swimming in the Thames with the swans 
looking at me. 

Bournemouth on the Sea is a very stupid place; 
a great moorland covered with furze and low pine 
woods comes down to the sea-shore, and breaks 
down towards it in a long sweep of cliff, half sand, 
half mud. There are no little bays and ins and 
outs as in the Isle of Man, but to the right and left 
you see one immense, gradually-curving line till 
the coast ends in two ordinary headlands at great 
distances on each side of you. A little brook runs 
into the sea here, and my great amusement was to 
hang upon the bridge and watch two little girls who 
had laid a plank across the stream below me, almost 
touching the water, the banks being on a level with 
it, and kept running across it by turns, splashing 
themselves by the jigging of the plank. Seeing 
me watch them always made them go faster and 
faster, till at last they were nearly wet through, 
and went home to change. — Tours, M. A. 

To Wyndham Slade.^ 

(1860). 

Deae Slade — I forgot to say last night that 
you must breakfast here to-morrow, Sunday, at 
10 pas plus t6% because John Blackett ® is coming, 
who wishes to meet you. Eidiculous as such a 

^ Afterwards a Police Magistrate in London. 

® J. E. B. Blackett, M.P. for Newcastle 1852-1866. 
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desire is, it is too unimportant for me to refuse 
to gratify it. — Your faithful servant, 

T cy Arnold. 

Le Samedi matin. 

To Miss Wightman, 

Pox How, Amblesidb, 
Thursday Night (December 1850). 

We left town in pouring rain — came into light 
snow at Blisworth — deep snow at Tamworth — 
thaw at Whitmore — storm of wind at Warrington, 
and hard frost at Preston. This last continues. I 
drove over from Windermere here — 6 miles — in 
the early morning — along the lake, and arrived like 
an icicle. . . . Only my mother and my youngest 
sister are at home. I heard family letters read 

— talked a little — read a Greek hook — lunched 

— read Bacon’s Essays — wrote. 

To the Same. 

Pox How, December 21, 1860, 

At seven came Miss Martineau and Miss Brontd 
(Jane Eyre) ; talked to Miss Martineau (who blas- 
phemes frightfully) about the prospects of the 
Church of England, and, wretched man that I am, 
promised to go and see her cow-keeping miracles ^ 
to-morrow — I, who hardly know a cow from a 
sheep. I talked to Miss Bronte (past thirty and 
plain, with expressive gray eyes, though) of her 
curates, of Erench novels, and her education in a 


1 Some experiments on a farm of two acres. 
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TO MRS, FORSTER. 


school at Brussels, and sent the lions roaring to 
their dens at half-past nine, and came to talk 
to you. 

Lingen,^ who is Education Secretary, and was 
once my tutor at Oxford, and a genius of good 
counsel to me ever since, says he means to write 
me a letter of advice about inspectorships, apply- 
ing to Lord Lansdowne, etc. Shall I send it on 
to you? 


To Mrs. TT. E, Forster.^ 

London, January 25, 1861. 

My dearest K. — Since you do not write to me 
I must be the first. So long as I was at Eox How 
I heard your letters, but in town, unless we write 
to each other, I shall almost lose sight of you, 
which must not be. 

How strong the tendency is, though, as characters 
take their bent, and lives their separate course, to 
submit oneself gradually to the silent influence 
that attaches us more and more to those whose 
characters are like ours, and whose lives are run- 
ning the same way with our own, and that detaches 
us from everything besides, as if we could only 
acquire any solidity of shape and power of acting 
by narrowing and narrowing our sphere, and di- 
minishing the number of affections and interests 
which continually distract us while young, and hold 
us unfixed and without energy to mark our place 
in the world j which we thus succeed in marking 

1 Afterwards Lord Lingen. 

2 Jane Arnold was married to W. E. Forster 1850. 



TO MRS. FORSTER. 


17 


only by making it a very confined and joyless one. 
The aimless and unsettled, but also open and lib- 
eral state of our youth we must perhaps all leave 
and take refuge in our morality and character; but 
with most of us it is a melancholy passage from 
which we emerge shorn of so many beams that we 
are almost tempted to quarrel with the law of 
nature which imposes it on us. 

I feel this in my own case, and in no respect 
more strongly than in my relations to all of you. 
1 am by nature so very different from you, the 
worldly element enters so much more largely into 
my composition, that as I become foi'med there 
seems to grow a gulf between us, which tends to 
widen till we can hardly hold any intercourse across 
it. But as Thomas k Kempis recommended, /re- 
quenter tibi ipsi violentiam fac, and as some philoso- 
pher advised to consort with our enemies because 
by them we were most surely apprised of our 
faults, so I intend not to give myself the rein in 
following my natural tendency, but to make war 
against it till it ceases to isolate me from you, and 
leaves me with the power to discern and adopt the 
good which you have, and I have not. 

This is a general preface to saying that I mean 
to write about the end of every month, as I can at 
the time, and I hope you, my dearest K., will do 
the same. 

I have not now left room for more than to say 
I was grieved to hear of you at the water cure. 
Kindest regards to William. — Ever, dearest K., 
your most affectionate M. A. 

VOL. 1. — 0 
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To the Same, 

London, Friday (January 1861). 

My DEAR K. — I hope you have got the Tasso 
by this time; I forget if you have the Poems of 
Shakespeare I promised you; if not^ they are still 
somewhere in my room. 

I have just read Goethe to Lavater — with more 
pleasure, I daresay, than you did. They, with the 
letters to Mdme. von Stein, belong to his impulsive 
youthful time, before he had quite finished build- 
ing the Chinese Wall round his inneres which he 
speaks of in later life. Those to Mdme. von Stol- 
berg, or many of them, belong to the same time, I 
believe, and I must get them. 

I read his letters, Bacon, Pindar, Sophocles, 
Milton, Th. k Kempis, and Ecclesiasticus, and 
retire more and more from the modern world and 
modern literature, which is all only what has been 
before and what will be again, and not bracing or 
edifying in the least. I have not looked at the 
newspapers for months, and when I hear of some 
new dispute or rage that has arisen, it sounds quite 
historical; as if it was only the smiths at Ephesus 
being alarmed again for their trade, when the 
Bishops remonstrate against Cardinal Wiseman^s 
appearance^; or Pompey blundering away his 
chances, when I hear of the King of Prussia, with 
such an army, getting himself and his country 
more shackled and every day. — Yours, 

M. A. 

1 A Roman Hierarchy for England, under Cardinal Wiseman, 
decreed by the Pope, September 24, 1860. 
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To Miss Wightman, 

London, February 21, 1861. 

Ministers ^ have managed to get beaten by forty- 
eight to-night by the Radicals on a motion for 
enlarging the franchise. Though such a vote 
cannot drive them out, it makes their weakness 
fearfully apparent. 

Febmary 22. — I went to Laleham and came 
back to town at six, and drove straight to Lans- 
downe House. There I found that Lord John had 
postponed the Budget till Monday and that Lord 
Lansdowne was not coming back to town till to- 
morrow. To-morrow afternoon they will hold a 
Cabinet, and settle whether to resign, remodel 
themselves, try a little longer, or dissolve. 

February 24. — I have just heard the statement 
in the House of Lords, and that Lord John has 
undertaken to reconstruct a Government. It is 
quite uncertain who will come in again with him 
of the old lot. Lord Lansdowne is very much dis- 
inclined to remain. The old set of Whigs can 
never come in again; but a good many of them 
may come in in a fresh combination, and very 
likely Lord Lansdowne himself. People speculate 
on a Clarendon Ministry. If Lord Clarendon comes 
in Sugden ® will be Chancellor — not else ; he is far 
too much committed on the Papal Aggression ques- 
tion to come in with a Whig or Peelite Ministry — 
but why do you ask? 

1 Lord John RusseU’s first Administration, 1846-1862. 

2 Afterwards Lord St, Leonards, 
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In 1851 Matthew Arnold was appointed by Lord 
Lansdowne to an Inspectorship of Scbools, and on 
June 10 in that year he married Frances Lucy, 
daughter of Sir William Wightman, one of the 
judges of the Court of Queen^s Bench. 


To Ms Wife. 

Oldham Road Lancastbeian School, 
Manchester, October 16, 1861. 

I think I shall get interested in the schools after 
a little time ; their effects on the children are so 
immense, and their future effects in civilising the 
next generation of the lower classes, who, as things 
are going, will have most of the political power of 
the country in their hands, may be so important. 
It is really a fine sight in Manchester to see the 
anxiety felt about them, and the time and money 
the heads of their cotton-manufacturing population 
are willing to give to them. In arithmetic, geogra- 
phy, and history the excellence of the schools I have 
seen is quite wonderful, and almost all the children 
have an equal amount of information; it is not con- 
fined, as in schools of the richer classes, to the one 
or two cleverest boys. We shall certainly have a 
good deal of moving about ; but we both like that well 
enough, and we can always look forward to re- 
tiring to Italy on £200 a year. I intend seriously 
to see what I can do in such a case in the literary 
way that might increase our income. But for the 
next three or four years I think we shall both like 
it well enougL 
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To the Same, 

Queen’s Hotel, Birmingham, 
December 2, 1861. 

I have had a hard day. Thirty pupil teachers to 
examine in an inconvenient room, and nothing to eat 
except a biscuit, which a charitable lady gave me. 
I was asked to dinner, this time at five, but excused 
myself on the ground of work. However, one’s only 
difficulty will be not to know the whole of schismat- 
ical Birmingham. The schools are mostly in the 
hands of very intelligent wealthy Unitarians, who 
abound here, and belong to the class of what we call 
ladies and gentlemen. This is next to Liverpool the 
finest of the manufacturing towns : the situation high 
and good, the principal street capital, the shops good, 
cabs splendid, and the Music Hall unequalled by 
any Greek building in England that I have seen. 

To Wyndham Slade, 

38 Eaton Place (July 1862). 

Mt dear Wyndham — I called at your lodgings 
last Saturday, and found that Walrond ^ would not 
be up, but that the trio at breakfast would be my- 
self, you, and Captain “ ApoUyon ” Slade.^ I then 
resolved to absent myself, as I do not like the taste 
of brimstone in my tea. 

With respect to the Salisbury election® it may be 
as you say, but it is reported here that on the polling 

1 Theodore Walrond, afterwards one of the Civil Service Com- 
missioners. 

3 Afterwards General Slade. 

® The General Election took place July 1862. 
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TO HIS MOTHER. 


day Baring Wall, looking very nice, was closeted for 
some hours with your brother's ^ committee, and 
that afterwards all Slade’s men voted for Wall. 

I have been in North Lincolnshire, where there 
is a sharp contest, and been much amused by talk- 
ing to the farmers, and seeing how absolutely nec- 
essary all the electioneering humbug of shaking 
hands, clapping on the back, kissing wives and 
children, etc., still is with these people. I think 
Lord Derby will have a gain of from ten to twenty 
votes in the new Parliament, but what that will do 
for him remains to be seen. 

The baby ^ is now squalling upstairs. . . . 

Your brother is now willing to go to Stockholm, 
he told me. Will this change your plans ? Let me 
have a line when you can. Shall you not return 
to town at all ? — Ever yours from the heart, 

M. A. 


To his Mothet\ 

Hampton, August 19, 1852. 

My dearest Mother — Clough has been with 
me for the last few days in Wales ; he is likely to 
go to America in the autumn to try his fortune 
there as a tutor. You will receive this, my dearest 
mother, on the morning of your birthday. Acicept 
every loving and grateful wish from a son to whom 
you have for nearly thirty years been such a mother 
as few sons have. The more I see of the world the 
more I feel thankful for the bringing-up we had, so 

1 Afterwards Sir Frederick Slade. 

2 His eldest cliild, Thomas, was born July 0, 1852. 
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unworldly, so sound, and so pure. God bless you, 
my dear mother, and believe me your truly affec- 
tionate child, M. Arnold. 

Plu’s^ love and best wishes — and baby’s. 

To his Wife, 

Rugby, August 27, 1862. 

I have just come back from dining at the School- 
House to write this to you. I found Shairp® had 
engaged me there, and as Goulbum* had often asked 
me, and I had never gone, I went to-night ; but I 
was in a great fidget for fear of being prevented from 
writing my letter. I cannot tell you how strange 
the feeling was of dining in the old house, in the 
very room where I used to sit after every one was 
gone to bed composing my themes, because it was 
such a pretty room, it was a pleasure to sit up in it. 
Mrs. Goulbum is a very nice person, one of the 
Northamptonshire Cartwrights. I sat next her at 
dinner. It would be such a pleasure to go over with 
you the places I knew from the time I was eight till 
I was twenty. Then all the people who remember 
me and my family would be so pleased to see you. 
You would like to see where I used to play with my 
brothers and sisters, and walk with the governess, 
and bathe, and learn dancing and many other things. 
We must certainly come here from Birmingham. 

1 His wife. 

2 J. C. Shaixp, then a master at Rugby, and afterwards Prin- 
cipal of St. Andrews. 

8 Dr. Groniburn, Head Master of Rugby, and afterwards Dean 
of Norwich. 
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To Wyndhom Slade, 

Steands, neae Wastwatee, 
September 16, 1862. 

My dear Wyndham — I only received your letter 
this morning, Eaton Place ^ is a howling wilderness 
at present, and letters may lie there for months be- 
fore they are forwarded. I should not have got 
yours now, only my wife had a dress sent to her, 
and the old woman who takes care of the house 
in Eaton Place crammed everything with my name 
on it that she could lay her hands upon into the 
box. 

With respect to your questions, the Committee 
of Council insist on hoarded Jioors ; but, worse still, 
they insist on seeing and approving beforehand the 
building plans for all schools they aid ; therefore, 
if Lady Slade wants a grant to help her build her 
school, she must apply before she begins it, for she 
will get none afterwards. However, if she is only 
anxious to get her school inspected, or to have 
pupil teachers in it, or to have a certificated master 
or mistress, any or all of these luxuries she may 
obtain though she builds her school herself, and 
in her own fashion. But for the Committee to 
give any assistance towards building or fittings^ 
they must first approve the building plans. 

There — I hope I have been intelligible. 

I owed you a letter, which I was intending to 
pay. Do you remember sleeping at this little inn 
at the end of Wastwater two years ago, and going 


1 Mr. Justice Wightman liyed at 38 Eaton Place. 
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to Crummock and Buttermere next day? I am 
making the very same promenade now with my 
wife; I have just been looking at your name and 
mine written in the Bremdenbuch in my hand. 
How pleasant it was having you here! Couldn’t 
you come now if you are at home ? The partridges 
must be getting wild, and we should be so glad to 
see you. You are one of the few young gentlemen 
of whom I have never got tired. Banny Lucy ^ and 
I are here till the 10th of October ; we shall be at 
Box How again at the end of this week. Write 
me a line, then, and tell me whether you can 
manage to be good and come. We will go and 
see Edinburgh together ; it is only 4^ hours from 
Box How. Write at once. — Ever yours affection- 
ately, M. Arnold. 


To the Same. 

Mr. SiJsrsoM’s, Derby, October 22, 1862. 

Mt dear Wtndham — An infernal steel pen 
which I must change. So — now I can get on. I 
presume you are blazing away in your ancestral 
fields. Keed I say that I am passionately fond of 
the Colchic bird, and that your rifle is, I know, 
unerring? As for me, I shall never look along 
the deadly tube again, I expect ; however, this will 
be no great blessing for the brute creation, as I 
never used to hit them. 

I wish you could have been with us in West- 
morland, as we had splendid weather, and many 


1 His wife. 
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days of wandering perfectly successful. Do you 
remember our week, and the fearful way in which 
you used to blaspheme, as the daily saturation of 
your raiment commenced on some lonely mountain 
or other ? iN'ext year I am going abroad, I think. 
The child of my declining years, without brother 
or sister, unique of his kind, will have apartments 
at the Ch§.teau de Lisbon, while his mother and I 
seek September fevers in South Italy. Such, at 
least, is our present intention. 

I intend coming to the metropolis in a month^s 
time, and then I hope we shall meet ; I should so 
like to sit and talk for an evening with you on 
passing events. I have published some poems, ^ 
which, out of friendship, I forbear to send you; 
you shall, however, if you are weak enough to 
desire it, have them when we meet. Can you get 
from Heimann the address of one William Eossetti 
for mef — an ingenuous youth who used to write 
articles in a defunct review, the name of which I 
forget. I write this very late at night, with S — ^ 
a young Derby banker, trls sport, completing an 
orgy in the next room. When that good young 
man is calm these lodgings are pleasant enough. 
You are to come and see me fighting the battle of 
life as an Inspector of Schools some day; this 
next year I mean to make you fulfil the promise. 

S — is in a state of collapse. He will be very 
miserable to-morrow. Grood-night. Let me have 
a line here, and believe me, ever yours sincerely, 

M. Abktold. 

1 Empedocles on Etna, and other Poems, by A. 1862. 
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To Ms Mother. 

Derby, November 26, 1862. 

Mt dearest Mother — I have been since Mon- 
day at Lincoln, hard worked, but subsisting on the 
Cathedral. Every evening as it grew dark I 
mounted the hill to it, and remained through the 
evening service in the nave or transepts, more 
settled and refreshed than I could have been by 
anything else. I came down the valley of the 
Trent to-day. You have no idea what majestic 
floods ! I asked a great deal about them ; the new 
bank near Eledborough has given way, and that 
place and Kagnall and Dunham are all floating. I 
astonished the country people by knowing the names 
of the remote villages by there. I looked affection- 
ately in the bright morning towards Eledborough ; 
my recollections of it are the only approach I have 
to a memory of a golden age. I thought how I 
should like once more to see it with you, dearest 
mother, and to look with you on the gray church, 
and the immense meadow, and the sparkling Trent. 
We will talk of it again, for it might be managed 
from Coleby. — Ever your affectionate son, 

M. Arhodd. 

To his Wife. 

Battersea, Friday {December 1862 ). 

This certainly has been one of the most uncom- 
fortable weeks I ever spent. Battersea is so far 
off, the roads so execrable, and the rain so inces- 

1 His grandfatlier, the Rev. John Penrose, was Ylcar of Fled- 
borough, Notts ; and hia mother was married there in 1820. 
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TO HIS WIFE. 


sant. I cannot bear to take my cab from London 
oyer Battersea Bridge, as it seems so absurd to pay 
eightpence for tbe sake of the half-mile on this 
side; but that half-mile is one continued slough, 
as there is not a yard of flagging, I believe, in all 
Battersea. Bid I tell you that I have papers sent 
me to look over which will give me to the 20th 
of January in London without moving, then for a 
week to Huntingdonshire schools, then another 
week in London for the Inspectors* meeting and 
other matters, and then Birmingham for a month, 
and then London ? 


To the Same, 

The Bull, Cambbidgb, February 28, 1863. 

I have had a long tiring day, and it certainly 
will be a relief when I get these Eastern Counties 
over. The worst of it is that invitations to go and 
see schools are rained upon me ; and managers who 
have held out till now against the Government plan 
ask me on my father^s account to come and inspect 
them, and to refuse is hard. 

I have seen nothing of this place. I see there 
is a long collegiate-looking building opposite. It 
seems so strange to be in a place of colleges that 
is not Oxford. You never knew such a scrape as 
I had of it this morning ; it was one minute past 
the time when I drove up to Shoreditch, but they 
let me in. To-day there was a stoppage in Smith- 
field, and we had to go round by the Bank and 
Austin Eriars; all down Bishopsgate Street we 
tore. What a filthy line is the Eastern Counties, 
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and what bad carriages! But how unjust the 
world is to Essex I 

I thought the valley of the Lea we came up this 
morning delightful, and the whole country very 
nice till about Chesterford. At the station here I 
had just time to eat a bun and book for St. Ives. 
We arrived at the latter place at half -past two, 
and I walked the two miles to Eenstanton, as it 
would have been a long business waiting for a fly 
to get ready. The school is a smallish affair, and 
at a quarter to five I went to Mr. Coote’s. He is 
the principal man of the place, being a brewer and 
coal merchant, and is a rich, clever Dissenter. He 
has a nice old house, standing in grounds a little 
out of the town. I met at dinner there another 
Dissenter, who wanted to take me home to sleep, 
and offered to send me to all my schools if I would 
spend this week with him. He lives near Erith. 
I refused, however, but next year I shall go to 
him and Coote instead of coming to the inn here. 
It — the inn — is a pretty good one apparently. I 
have very good front rooms; it is a newer affair 
altogether than the Angel. I am off early to- 
morrow for Erith. I thought of you to-night as 
I drove through St. Ives, and of that bitter cold 
uncomfortable journey this time last year. 

To the Same. 

CiLMBEiDGE, March 2, 1868. 

At ten I went to my school here, a very large 
one, which kept me till past one; then I came back 
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here, and at two went out to look at the places. 
At Trinity I found every one was absent whom I 
knew, but at Christ’s I luckily found Mr. Gell, 
who is a fellow and tutor there, who was very glad 
to see me; he was an old pupil of my father’s, and 
my father’s picture was hanging in his room. He 
took me all over Cambridge, and I have since dined 
with him, and a Mr. Clark, the Proctor, has asked 
me to dinner to-morrow, but I shall not go, as I 
think of going to Ely to see the Cathedral. 

The two things I wanted to see in Cambridge 
were, the statue of Hewton and King’s College 
Chapel; the former is hardly as effective as I 
expected, because the chapel, or rather ante-chapel, 
where it stands, is so poor; yet it is noble for all 
that. King’s College Chapel deserves all that can 
be said of it. Yet I feel that the Middle Ages and 
all their poetry and impressiveness are in Oxford 
and not here. I want you sadly to go about with 
me ; everything would be just doubly as interesting. 

To the Same. 

SuDBUBY, Tuesday^ 6 p.m. (1868). 

I got here a little before two, had a sandwich, 
and then went to the school. I don’t know why, 
but I certainly find inspecting peculiarly oppressive 
just now; but I must tackle to, as it would not do 
to let this feeling get too strong. All this after- 
noon I have been haunted by a vision of living 
with you at Berne, on a diplomatic appointment, 
and how different that would be from this inces- 
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sant grind in scliools ; but I could laugh at myself, 
too, for the way in which I went on drawing out 
our life in my mind. After five I took a short 
walk, got back to dinner at a quarter to six, dined, 

, and started the pupil teachers, and am just writ- 
ing this to catch the post. Direct to me, P. 0., 
Ipswich. 

To the Same. 

SuBBURT, March 8, 1863. 

This is positively the first moment I have had. 
I am obliged to remain here to-night, having found 
an immense school and a great number of pupil 
teachers; however, I shall get on to Ipswich to- 
morrow morning. I have fallen on my legs here, 
being most hospitably entertained by a Quaker who 
has a large house here. It is a curious place, and 
I am writing in the hall of it, at which all the 
pupil teachers are gathered together at their work. 
The hall is completely covered over as to its walls 
with a vast collection of staffed birds, which gives 
it a ghastly effect enough. 

I did not arrive here till just two, as the train 
was late; went to the school, and found there were 
three of them. About four o^clock I found myself 
so exhausted, having eaten nothing since breakfast, 
that I sent out for a bun, and ate it before the 
astonished school. Since then I have had a very 
good extempore dinner on mutton chops and bread 
pudding, all the Quaker household having dined 
early, and now I am in for the pupil teachers till 
ten o’clock. 
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To the Same. 

Ipswich Western School, 
Wednesday, 5 p.m., March 10, 1863. 

I am too utterly tired out to write. It certainly 
was nicer wlien you came with me, though so dread- 
fully expensire; but it was the only thing that 
could make this life anything but positive purga- 
tory. I was well taken care of by my Quaker last 
night; his collection of stuffed birds is really 
splendid. I could have passed days looking at it; 
every British bird you could name he has, and the 
eggs of all, which is almost as curious. He has 
stuffed all the birds himself, being an enthusiastic 
amateur; the collection of sea-fowl, and of all 
varieties of the hawk and falcon, was beautiful. 
I got here at twelve, and in half an hour am going 
on to Norwich, and thence to Lowestoft, which I 
shall not reach before eleven to-night. 

To the Same. 

Asplet Guise, Tuesday, March 21, 1863, 

I am staying with Mr. How, a venerable Quaker, 
and his wife in the prettiest little cottage imagi- 
nable, with lawn and conservatory, and all that a 
cottage ought to have. He has the land all around, 
and his family have had it for generations ; but his 
grand-uncle, an old bachelor, who built this to live 
quietly in, and who let the family house, being 
bothered by the tenant about repairs, etc., sold the 
house; at the same time he retained all the land, 
so that what was once their own house overshadows 
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the Hows in their cottage. However, the house is 
now unoccupied, having fallen into great decay; 
and as the present Mr. How, who has no family, 
will not buy it back, it will probably tumble down. 

» The same grand-uncle redeemed his sins by collect- 
ing a really splendid library — you know I am 
particular, — which the present people have built a 
room for, and had catalogued, and the catalogue 
will be a great resource to me this evening. I go 
to Ampthill by a most circuitous route to-morrow, 
and return here quite late to have tea and to sleep, 
which will be far pleasanter than sleeping at the 
Ampthill inn. 

How charming it will be to be stationary for 
three days again without a journey! 

To Mrs, Forster, 

London, April 14, 1868. 

My dearest K. — There is an article by Fors- 
ter^ on A. Smith® — a most elaborate one — in last 
week^s Examiner , which is worth reading. It can 
do me no good, meanwhile, to be irritated with 
that young man, who has certainly an extraordi- 
nary faculty, although I think he is a phenomenon 
of a very dubious character ; but — il fait son mitief 
— faisons le ndtre. I am occupied with a thing that 
gives me more pleasure than anything I have ever 
done yet, which is a good sign’; but whether I shaU 

1 John Forster, editor of The Examiner, 

Alexander Smith, author of A Life Dramay and oth&r 
Poeme, 

VOL. I. — D 
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not nltimately spoil it by being obliged to strike it 
ofE in fragments, instead of at one heat, I cannot 
quite say. I think of publishing it, with the 
narratiye poems of my first volume,^ Tristram and 
Iseult of my second^ and one or two more, in !Feb- - 
ruary next, with my name and a preface. 

Why is Villette disagreeable? Because the 
writer’s mind contains nothing but hunger, re- 
bellion, and rage, and therefore that is all she can, 
in fact, put into her book. No fine writing can 
hide this thoroughly, and it will be fatal to her in 
the long run. My Novel I have just finished. I 
have read it with great pleasure, though Bulwer’s 
nature is by no means a perfect one either, which 
makes itself felt in his book; but his gush, his 
better humour, his abundant materials, and his 
mellowed constructive skill — all these are great 
things. 

My love and thanks to William. God bless you, 
my darling. — Your ever truly affectionate M. A. 


To his Mother. 

Hampton, Monday {May 1863) . 

Mt beabbst Mother — All my spare time has 
been spent on a poem ^ which I have just finished, 
and which I think by far the best thing I have 
yet done, and that it will be generally liked, 
though one never can be sure of this. I have had 
the greatest pleasure in composing it — a rare thing 

1 The Strayed Beveller^ and other Pa^ms, by A. 1849. 

2 Sohrah and Ruttum, 
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witli me, and, as I think, a good test of the pleasure 
what you write is likely to afford to others; but 
then the story is a very noble and excellent one. 
F., I am sure, will be delighted with it, and K. I 
have settled with Fellowes to publish this, and one 
or two more new ones, with the most popular of 
the old ones, next winter or spring, with a preface, 
and my name. I never felt so sure of myself, or 
so reaUy and truly at ease as to criticism, as I have 
done lately. There is an article ^ on me in the last 
North British which I T\dQ send you. Can it be 
by Blackie?^ I think Froude's review will come 
sooner or later, but at present even about this I 
feel indifferent. Miss Blackett ^ told Flu that 
Lord J ohn Eussell said, “ In his opinion Matthew 
Arnold was the one rising young poet of the pres- 
ent day.” This pleased me greatly from Lord 
John — if it is true. You ask about Alexander 
Smith. There are beautiful passages in him, but 
I think it doubtful how he will turn. Here is a 
long letter, and all about myself; however, you 
will like that. — Ever your most affectionate 

M. A. 

To the Same, 

Louth, Tuesday Night (1853). 

My dearest Mother — This morning I again left 
London, and having been busy all the afternoon at 
Boston, have come on here to-night, as I have a 

^ “Glimpses of Poetry,” NoHh British May 1853. 

2 John Stuart Blackie, Professor of Greek at Edinburgh. 

* Sister of John Blackett, and afterwards Madame du Quaii’e. 
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large school here to-morrow. I like this place, 
it is so entirely an old country town, and it is 
in nearly the best part of Lincolnshire. I have 
been shaking off the burden of the day by a walk 
to-night along the Market Easen road, over the 
skirts of the wolds, between hedges full of elder 
blossom and white roses ; and the spire of Louth 
Church comes everywhere into the view so beauti- 
fully. 

I have been reading Margaret Fuller,^ and again 
been greatly struck with her sincere striving to be 
good and helpful. Her address to the poor women 
in the Penitentiary is really beautiful. Cultivate 
the spirit of prayer. I do not mean agitation 
and excitement, but a deep desire for truth, purity, 
and goodness, and you will daily learn how near 
He is to every one of us,” Hothing can be better 
than that. I long to be at Fox How with you. 
God bless you, my dearest mother. — Ever your 
most affectionate son, M, A. 

To John F, B, Blackett, M,F. 

Lincoln, November 26, 1868. 

Mt leak Blackett — You knew, I am sure, 
what pleasure your letter would give me. I 
certainly was very anxious that you should like 
'*Sohrab and Eustum.” Clough, as usual, re- 
mained in suspense whether he liked it or no. 
Lingen wrote me four sheets on behalf of sticking 
to modem subjects j but your letter, and one from 
1 American philanthropist and mystic. 
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Froude (which I must send you, in spite of the 
praise), came to reassure me. 

I still, however, think it very doubtful whether 
the book ^ will succeed; the Leader and the Specta- 
tor are certain to disparage it ; the Examiner may 
praise it, but will very likely take no notice at all. 
The great hope is that the Times may trumpet it 
once more. Just imagine the effect of the last 
notice in that paper ; it has brought Empedocles to 
the railway bookstall at Derby. What you say 
about the similes looks very just upon paper. I 
can only say that I took a great deal of trouble to 
orientalise them (the Bahrein diver ^ was originally 
an ordinary fisher), because I thought they looked 
strange, and jarred, if Western. But it is very 
possible you may be right. 

I am worked to death just now, and have a horrid 
cold and cough; but at the end of next week I hope 
to get to town. We are not going to the sea after 
all, but are coming to Eaton Place for, I hope, two 
months. 

I appreciated your sister^ s rancour. But mis- 
spelling of English words (mis-spelling of French 
words, like yours sometimes, is mere ignorance, 
and demands compassion, not blame) is such an 
odious affectation that I always check it. But 
remember me affectionately to her. 

So Parliament is, at all events, dumb till Janu- 
ary, thank God. — Ever, my dear Blackett, affec- 
tionately yours, M. Arnolb. 

1 Poems by Matthew Arnold, a new edition. 18B3. 

2 See Sohrab and Bmtum. 
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To Mrs, Forster, 

London, February 27, 1864. 

My deabest K. — So Mr. Forster^ is dead. I 
do not know when I have been more affected than 
in reading your letter. The lives and deaths of 
the '^pure in heart have, perhaps, the privilege 
of touching us more deeply than those of others 
— partly, no doubt, because with them the dispro- 
portion of suffering to desert seems so unusually 
great. However, with them one feels — even I 
feel — that for their purity’s sake, if for that 
alone, whatever delusions they may have wandered 
in, and whatever impossibilities they may have 
dreamed of, they shall imdoubtedly, in some sense 
or other, see God. 

My love to William*, he knows how truly, by 
this time, he has made relations of us all. — Ever 
your most affectionate M. A. 

To Wyndham Slade, 

6 Esplanade, Dover, July 28, 1864. 

My dear WYm)HAM — The blue sky and the 
calm sea were too tempting when I came down here 
last week; so on Saturday we bolted^ and returned 
yesterday, having been grilled alive, enjoyed our- 
selves immensely, spent £15, eaten one good 
dinner, and seen Brussels, Ghent, and Antwerp. 
Antwerp I had never seen, so we made that our 
object. I have so little money this year that I 
really could not have afforded to spend more than 
1 Mr. W. E. Forster’s father. 
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what I have spent on travelling, so I am glad that 
I went at once, when my work compelled me to be 
back in a few days, and did not wait till my holi- 
days began, when I should certainly have gone 
farther, spent more money, and been more em- 
barrassed than ever on my return. 

But we have both recorded a solemn vow, if we 
live, to spend at ieast seven weeks abroad next 
year, and to make all our arrangements, from this 
time forth, in conformity with this resolution. 

Antwerp is well worth seeing, though I hate 
poking about in the liTorth. But Eubens’s great 
pictures are there; and hardly Eaphael himself is 
better worth seeing than Eubens at his best. If 
you have not yet seen the Descent from the Cross 
and the Crucifixion, go and see them. , 

Brussels I had often seen. It is a white, spark- 
ling, cheerful, wicked little place, which, however, 
one finds rather good for one’s spirits. 

I must say the ennui of having to return is some- 
what lessened by returning to this place, which is 
charming. You must come here. We are here 
for three weeks from next Monday. 

Write to me, you good soul, and believe me, 
ever yours, M. Ask^old. 

To the Same. 

6 EsPLiJTAUB, Dovee, August 3, 1864. 

My bear Wyestdham — An agreeable letter of 
mine, relating all my recent doings, has probably 
by this time reached you. It was sent to Montys.^ 
1 Hr. Slade’s home in Somersetshire. 
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I shall not write it over again, but content myself 
with entreating you to beware of cholera. Both 
the Wilts Yeomanry and the Somersetshire Militia 
are, I should think, very unfit to die. 

I am very anxious to hear what it all is about 
young Lawley,^but probably being, like me, in the 
provinces, you are in the same benighted state as 
myself. 

Tempests blow daily, and the boats come in in a 
filthy state from the habits of the passengers. It 
is a real pleasure to see the landings, day after day. 
In fact, it is so pleasant here that come you must; 
only give me a line to say when. All but a bed 
we can give you. — Ever yours, M. A. 

My love to J. D. C.,^ and tell him that the 
limited circulation of the Christian Remembrancer 
makes the unquestionable viciousness of his article ® 
of little importance. I am sure he will be gratified 
to think that it is so. This must go, for I am off 
to Canterbury. 

To his Wife. 

Cavalry Barracks, Brighton, 
August 16, 1864. 

I mean to sleep here to-night, instead of at Has- 
tings, as it is very pleasant, and I think Henryk 
likes my being here. I have the rooms of a Sir 
Geo. Leith, who is away at present, and am very 

1 The Hon. F. C. Lawley, M.P. for Beverley, 1852-1864. 

2 Mr., afterwards Lord, Coleridge. 

s A review of Matthew Arnold’s poems. 

4 His wife’s brother-in-law. Captain, afterwards General Ben- 
son, 17th Lancers. 
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comfortable. We dined last night at eight, only 
Henry, myself, and one other ofdcer, Watson by 
name, but it was extremely pleasant. We had a 
capital dinner, champagne and claret, and after 
dinner Henry and I played picquet, 6d. a game, 
the parti ending in my being the winner of one 
sixpence. We did not go to bed till one o’clock. 
This morning I breakfasted alone in the messroom 
very comfortably, and was off to my school before 
any of them were up, getting back here about 
twelve, when I went to the stables and riding 
school with Henry, and was introduced to several 
ofScers. Captain Holden came and lunched with 
us, and I found him very pleasant. The Colonel 
in command here, Mr. Clayton, and, I think, 
Watson again, dine to-night. 

To Wyndham Slade. 

Dover, August 21, 1864. 

My dear Wyndham — I should greatly have 
liked seeing you here, but I almost feared you 
would hardly think it worth while to come right 
across England when you found that our foreign 
excursion had been already made. Certainly I was 
rather perfidious, but after five months of London 
no one could have resisted the first sight of the 
Erench coast staring one in the face, and the boats 
perpetually steaming ofi under one’s nose, in the 
loveliest weather that ever was in the world. You 
would have liked this place too, if you had come; 
however, you did not come, and there is an end of 
the matter for this year. 
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I have been in Brighton this last week, living in 
barracks with my brother-in-law, Henry Benson, 
who commands the depbt of the 17th there. I saw 
several men of the 13th, and also of the gallant 
4th, though not the Brown who I see by to-day's 
paper has been distinguishing himself. There 
were, however, but few officers there; the old 
Colonel (McQueen) who commands the whole of 
them I liked, and dining at mess I liked — so far 
as the dinners are concerned, very much. The 
young officers, the cornets, are certainly the draw- 
backs — such precious young niricomjpoops ; I don't 
mean anything serious to be blamed in them, but 
the sort of faults boys coming straight from school 
to a messroom would naturally have : they behave so 
badly. This is an instance of what I mean. A 

precious young simpleton called , inoffensive 

enough du rests, when the cloth is removed pulls 
off three heavy rings from his fingers and goes on 
spinning them on the table before him for about 
a quarter of an hour — this with the Colonel and 
different people dining, and talking going on. I 
think every one before he gets a commission should 
be compelled to pass at least a year at one of the 
Universities and to pass the first examination, what- 
ever it is. After all, college does civilise a boy 
wonderfully. 

We are going to London by sea to-morrow if it is 
fine; it is much cheaper, and I want to see the 
Downs, the ISTore, Pegwell Bay, etc., which I have 
never seen. We go straight on to Pox How on 
Wednesday or Thursday. Is it quite impossible 
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for you to come and look at us there in the next 
six weeks ? It is likely to be fine now, I do really 
think, even there. M. Arnold. 

To Ms Wife. 

Madeley Wood, Wednesday^ 
October 17, 1864- 

This must be a scrap, for I must get off as soon 
as I can in order to get to Lilleshall, nine miles of 
cross country road, in time to dress for dinner ; and, 
wkile I am here, the managers do not like not to be 
able to talk to me. I have had a cold, wet journey, 
and only a bun for luncheon. I got to Wellington 
at one o’clock, and came on here — six miles — on 
the top of an omnibus — a dawdling conveyance, 
and a cold, wet drive. I felt rather disconsolate 
between Liverpool and Shrewsbury. . . . We have 
had such a happy time at Fox How. Then, too, I 
have had time for employment that I like, and now 
I am going back to an employment which I cer- 
tainly do not like, and which leaves me little time 
for anything else. I read about fifty pages of Ey~ 
potiaj which is certainly very vigorous and interest- 
ing ; however, that did not comfort me much, and 
I betook myself to Hesiod, a Greek friend I had 
with me, with excellent effect ; we will talk about 
Hypatia when we meet. 

To the Same. 

OxpoRD, October 21, 1854. 

I am afraid it is quite impossible for me to get 
back to Liverpool. I shall be detained so long by 
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a large double scbool at Banbury to-morrow that it 
will be impossible for me to get to Liverpool till 
three or four on Saturday morning, and then to 
begin on Monday morning at Charlbury, thirteen 
miles from here. I am afraid it is out of the ques- 
tion. I am just back from Witney; as cold and 
uncomfortable a life I have had since I left you as 
one could desire. My bedroom here is fust and 
frowsiness itself, and last night I could not get to 
sleep. I have seen no one but Lahe ^ for a minute 
after my arrival last night. I was off for Witney 
at eight this morning. I shall be hurried in writ- 
ing at Banbury to-morrow. I dine in Oriel to- 
night — in Common Eoom at six. 

To the Same. 

Oxford, Sunday {Octo'ber 1864). 

I am writing from Walrond’s rooms in Balliol. 
This time thirteen years ago I was wandering about 
this quadrangle a freshman, as I see other freshmen 
doing now. The time seems prodigious. I do not 
certainly feel thirteen years older than when I came 
up to Oxford. ... lam going with Walrond to-day 
to explore the Cumner country, and on Thursday I 
got up alone into one of the little coombs that papa 
was so fond of, and which I had in my mind in the 
Gipsy Scholar,” and felt the peculiar sentiment of 
this country and neighbourhood as deeply as ever. 
But I am much struck with the apathy and poorness 
of the people here, as they now strike me, and their 
petty pottering habits compared with the students 
1 The Rev. W. C. Lahe, afterwards Dean of Durham. 
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of Paris, or Germany, or even of London. Anima- 
tion and interest and the power of work seem so 
sadly wanting in tkem. And I think this is so; and 
the place, in losing Newman and his followers, has 
lost its religions movement, which after all kept it 
from stagnating, and has not yet, so far as I see, got 
anything better. However, we must hope that the 
coming changes, and perhaps the infusion of Dis- 
senters’ sons of that muscular, hard-working, unhlasi, 
middle class — for it is this, in spite of its abominable 
disagreeableness — may brace the flaccid sinews of 
Oxford a little. 

To the Same, 

Ampthill, Wednesday (1854). 

I shall have no dinner at all to-day except so fai* 
as the mutton chop I had at one o’clock with one 
of the Committee here may count for one. But that 
will do me no harm. I mean to walk from here to 
Aspley, six miles, the road running really through 
beautiful country. I passed Millbrook, the Carrs’ 
place, on my way here. Their house and grounds 
are really charming, but I hadn’t time to stop and 
go in, which I was really sorry for. The news- 
paper makes one melancholy. It appears Louis 
Napoleon is certainly going to the Crimea after all ; 
and when once he is there the English Army will 
have the character of nothing but a contingent, and 
France will more and more take the position of head 
of the Alliance, disposing of England as suits her 
best. And it seems the renewed bombardment has 
not, in fact, done anything. How I should like to 
live quietly in Switzerland with you and the boys ! 
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To WyndJiam Slade. 

DebbYj N'ovemher 6, 1864. 

My bear Wtnbham — I am writing tMs from a 
British, school, where I am holding an ex amin ation 
of pupil- teacher apprentices, surrounded by an in- 
numerable company of youths and maidens. I shall 
not be in London till the very end of this month, 
but then, I hope, for two months. 

The news from the East seems a little improved 
to-day, at least the Yarna despatch seems to estab- 
lish that it was Turkish redoubts, and, consequently, 
Turkish cannon, that were captured. As for the 
light cavalry loss, those gentlemen, I imagine, will 
be more missed at reviews than in the field. The 
English cavalry never seem to do much good, and, I 
imagine, are a gi'eat deal too costly and too beauti- 
fully dressed and mounted for real service. I heard 
the other day from a man to whom Sir William 
Napier had said it, that while the British infantry 
was the best in the world, the cavalry of several 
other nations was better, even in equal numbers; 
he instanced the French and the Austrian. 

The siege ^ is awfully interesting ; one thinks they 
must take the place, though, after all ; the loss of 
prestige will be so great if they do not. 

Edward® is coming to-night; from him I shall 
hear what your brother did at All Souls^ How I 
wish you were here for a week ! 

I have got another volume coming out in Decem- 

1 Of Sebastopol. 

2 His brother, the Rev. E. P. Arnold, Fellow of All Souls’. 
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ber; all the short things have appeared before, but 
there is one long thing at the beginning I think you 
will like. 

Fanny Lucy desires to be most kindly remem- 
, bered, at least she did this morning when I told her 
I should write to you. The big baby ^ pulls his elder 
brother over and over. — Ever yours, M. A. 

To his Mother. 

London, December 9, 1864. 

My dearest Mother — You will have received 
six copies of my new volume.® Will you give one 
to Mrs. Wordsworth from me, telling her that I 
send it to her for the sake of the Memorial Verses,® 
imperfect tribute as they are. 

I think this book will hold me in public repute 
pretty much at the point where the last left me, not 
advance me and not pull me down from it. If so, it 
was worth publishing, for I shall probably make 
something by the poems in their present shape, 
whereas if I had left them as they were, I should 
have continued to make nothing. The war, and the 
great length of time that has passed since most of 
the poems in this collection were written, make me 
myself regard it with less interest than I should 
have thought possible. I am not very well lately, 
have had one or two things to bother me, and more 
and more have the feeling that I do not do my 
inspecting work really weU and satisfactorily ^ but 

1 His second son Trevenen William, born October 16, 1863. 

2 Foems by Matthew Arnold^ Second Series. 1865. 

8 On Wordsworth. 
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I have also lately had a stronger wish than nsnal 
not to vacillate and he helpless, but to do my duty, 
whatever that may be ; and out of that wish one 
may always hope to make something. — Your most 
affectionate son, M. A. 

To the Same. 

Birmingham, February 27, 1866. 

My dearest Mother — I ought before this to 
have thanked you for sending the letter, which is 
ennobling and refreshing, as everything which pro- 
ceeds from him always is, besides the pathetic 
interest of the circumstances of its writing and 
finding.^ I think he was thirty-five when that 
letter was written, and how he had forecast and 
revolved, even then, the serious interests and wel- 
fare of his children — at a time when, to many 
men, their children are still little more than play- 
things. He might well hope to bring up children, 
when he made that bringing-up so distinctly his 
thought beforehand; and we who treat the matter 
so carelessly and lazily — we can hardly expect 
ours to do more than grom u’p at hazard, not be 
broitglit up at all. But this is just what makes 
him great — that he was not only a good man saving 
his own soul by righteousness, but that he carried 
so many others with him in his hand, and saved 
them, if they would let him, along with himself. 

Dear Mary ® was invaluable to us, and we have 
missed her terribly these last two evenings. I so 

^ A letter of Dr. Arnold, relating to the education of his 
cliildren ; found thirteen years after his death. 

2 His second sister. 
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liked hearing her and Flu talk in the evening, as 
they sate at work while I read. Now all is silence, 
unless when I sometimes read out a sentence or two. 
Tell her I find Etty^s Life a great improvement on 
TVEontgomery^s — in fact, decidedly interesting. Of 
all dull, stagnant, unedifying mtourages, that of 
middle-class Dissent, which environed Montgom- 
ery,^ seems to me the stupidest. 

I should like to have Mary staying with us one 
six months of the year, and Fan the other. 

It is no use telling you of little Tom^s fasciaa- 
tions by letter when you have Mary with you, upon 
whom they have been exercised- 

I hope by the end of this week we shall be 
settled in London. My dearest mother, how I 
should Hke to have you quietly with us there. — 
Ever your most affectionate M. A. 

To the Same, 

Evbsham, Ax^rU 26 , 1866 . 

Mt dearest Mother — I write to you from 
the Girls' British School here while the pupil 
teachers are at work. I wish you could look out 
of the window with me and see our dear old friend, 
the Avon, here a large river, and the Cotswolds 
bounding the plain, and the plaia itself one garden, 
for this is one of the richest and most beautiful 
parts of England. I was here this time three years 
ago coming from Cheltenham and returning liere, 

1 James Montgomery (1771-1854) , MbraTian hymn-writer. 

VOL. I. — E 
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and I should like very well to be going to Chelten- 
ham now, to find Flu and our old lodgings there, 
and to stay a fortnight in that very cheerful place, 
for it is not now the season, and one is not over- 
whelmed with people, and Cheltenham itself ancf 
the country about it is as pleasant as anything in 
England. I left Flu at Oxford this morning. We 
have had a very pleasant four days at Oriel with 
the Hawkinses.^ We slept in the rooms, which you 
must remember very well, looking out into Oriel 
Lane, and met a great many Heads of Houses and 
dignitaries, the inferiority of them all to the Prov- 
ost being quite remarkable. I was not at all pre- 
pared for his being so pleasant. I think one’s 
being removed from academic life and its usages 
makes him treat one altogether in a simpler, more 
natural way. I found him not tolerable only, but 
actually very agreeable, and enjoyed being with him. 
Imagine his having quoted from a poem of mine in 
a note to a sermon ^ which he has just published. 
He seems to me very worn and thin. There will 
be some lines ® of mine in the next Fraser (without 
name) on poor Charlotte Bront4. Harriet Martineau is 
alluded to in them, and if she is well enough you must 
forward the copy of the magazine which I will send 
you to her, after you have read the lines. I am glad 
to have the opportunity to speak of her with respect 
at this time, and for merits which she undoubtedly 
has. — Your most affectionate son, M. A. 

^ Dr. Hawkins was Provost of Oriel 1828-1882. 

2 On ^‘Christian Unity.'' The quotation is from the poem 
now called “Stagirius." 

® “Haworth Churchyard." 
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To the Same. 

London, Wednesday {May 1866). 

As to the poem in Fraser, I hope K. sent you a 
Jetter I wrote to her on that subject, in which I 
told her that I knew absolutely nothing of Harriet 
Martineau^s works or debated matters — had not 
even seen them, that I know of, nor do I ever men- 
tion her creed with the slightest applause, but only 
her boldness in avowing it. The want of indepen- 
dence of mind, the shutting their eyes and professing 
to believe what they do not, the running blindly 
together in herds, for fear of some obscure danger 
and horror if they go alone, is so eminently a vice 
of the English, I think, of the last hundred years — 
has led them, and is leading them into such scrapes 
and bewilderment, that I cannot but praise a per- 
son whose one effort seems to have been to deal 
perfectly honestly and sincerely with herself, al- 
though for the speculations into which this effort 
has led her I have not the slightest sympathy. I 
shall never be found to identify myself with her 
and her people, but neither shall I join, nor have I 
the least community of feeling with, her attackers. 
And I think a perfectly impartial person may say 
all in her praise that I have said.^ M. A. 

To Mrs. Forster. 

Tbddington, June 18, 1866. 

My dearest K. — I have not been able to write 
to you since the death of William’s mother, and 


1 In “ Haworth Churchyard.^' 
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now comes tlie death, of poor Holberton^ also to 
remind one of one^s mortality. How the days slip 
away, and how little one does in them ! That is 
more and more my thought in hearing of every 
fresh death among those whom I have known, ancf 
it becomes sadder and more serious as one advances 
in life. 

The Judge has not got the North Wales circuit ; 
one of the Chiefs took it, so the two dear little boys 
remain with us, and we all go to Dover together on 
the 16th of next month, I hope. The not losing 
them consoles one for losing the £76 which the cir- 
cuit would have been worth.^ I daresay if you are 
at home in November you will take them for two 
or three weeks, and perhaps me with them for part 
of that time. The two boys can hardly be at an 
age, I think, when they will be pleasanter company 
than they are now. They are perfectly well, and 
consequently in the best humour and spirits. This 
large house and garden suit them exactly. We 
have been here nearly a fortnight, and shall stay a 
week longer. I wish you could have seen Tom 
stop as he walked in the garden with me yesterday 
while the birds were singing with great vigour, put 
his little finger to his mouth as a sign to listen, and 
say, Papa, do you hear the mavis singing ? ” which 
is the first line of a song called “ Mary of Argyle,’’ 
which is one of his songs, and which he applied of 
his own thought in this pretty way. Every one 

1 Tlie doctor at Hampton. 

2 He used to act as Marslial to his father-in-law, Mr. Justice 
Wightman. 
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notices and pets the child, he is so singidaxly win- 
ning and uneaypected in all he says and does. 

Go to Auvergne by all means. You say in N. 
Italy you seemed to perceive where I had got my 
poetry, but, if you have fine weather, you will per- 
ceive it yet more in Auvergne. The country has 
such beautiful forms and such a southern air. The 
point is the Baths of the Mont d^Or; the inns or 
boarding-houses there are very good, and from 
there you must go up the Mont d^Or ; and do not 
miss two things — the old bourg of La Tour d^ Au- 
vergne, and a N^mi-like lake at the Cantal side of 
Mont d’Or, Clermont and the Puy de D6me (where 
Pascal made the experiments which resulted in per- 
fecting the barometer) you are sure to see, for 
they are on the great road of Auvergne. The coun- 
try on the side of Thiers and Issoire is said to be 
very beautiful. It is far less known than the rest 
of Auvergne ; I have not seen it. All that country 
is the very heart and nucleus of old France. There 
are very few English, and at the baths of the Mont 
d’Or many French of the best kind. Travelling 
and living accommodations are very good. Tell me 
again when you have settled to go. — Ever your 
most affectionate M. A. 


To 7m Wife. 

Council Oppice, Thursday (1866). 

I am having rather hard work at the Boro^ Eoad 
— hard work compared with common inspecting, 
for I have the afternoon till five as weU as the morn- 
ings ; but I am rather interested in seeing the Train- 
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ing School for the first time. I am much struck 
with the utter unfitness of women for teachers or 
lecturers. hTo doubt, it is no natural incapacity, 
but the fault of their bringing-up. They are quick 
learners enough, and there is nothing to complain 
of in the students on the female side ; but when one 
goes from hearing one of the lecturers on the male 
side to hear a lecturer on the female side there is a 
vast difference. However, the men lecturers at the 
Boro’ Eoad are certainly above the average, one 
from his great experience, the other from his great 
ability. You should have heard the rubbish the 
female Principal, a really clever young woman, 
talked to her class of girls of seventeen to eighteen 
about a lesson in Milton. 

I have got the Allgemeine Zeitung (did I tell 
you ? ) containing the mention of my poems. It is 
very uninteresting, however. And some one has 
sent me The Sun, containing a flaming account of 
the first series. I surely told you this, however? 

There is no news to-day, except that 4000 cannon 
have been found in Sebastopol. Things being as 
they are, I do not see anything to object to in the 
Emperor’s message. But the situation is altogether 
disagreeable until the English fleet or army per- 
form some brilliant exploit. — Ever yours, 

M. A. 

To Mrs. Forster. 

London, December 12, 1866. 

My darling K. — I think Balder” ^ will consoli-. 
date the peculiar sort of reputation that I got by 
1 Balder dead,’* in Poems, Second Series. 
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‘^Sohrab and Eustum,” and many will complain 
that I am settling myself permanently in that field 
of antiquity, as if there was no other. But I have 
in part done with this field in completing “ Balder, 
•and what I do next will be, if I can do it, wholly 
different. 

I have had a letter from Arthur Stanley,^ who 
remarks on the similes much as you do, so I dare- 
say what you both say is true ; he likes Balder 
as a whole better than “ Sohrab,” but thinks it too 
short; and this is true too, I think, and I must 
some day add a first book with an account of the- 
circumstances of the death of Balder himself. 

I felt sure William would be interested from 
what I knew of his Scandinavian interests. Mal- 
let,® however, tell him, and his version of the Edda, 
is all the poem is based upon. 

It is hard to think of any volume like that of 
mine having a sale in England just now, with the 
war gomg on, and the one cry being for newspapers ; 
but I daresay the book will dribble away in a year’s 
time or so. — Ever your most truly affectionate 

M. A. 

To Wyndham Slade, 

38 Eaton Place, December 29, 1866. 

Mt dear Wyiojham — lam quite provoked about 
the godfathership, the more so as if I had really 
thought you would have liked to be godfather there 
is nobody in the world, now that I have knocked 

1 Afterwards Dean of Westminster. 

Paul Henri Mallet (1730-1807), inyestlgated the Mythology 
of the Scandinavians. 
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off my dear Walrond with Master Trevenen, whom 
I myself should more have liked for the ofBLce. 
But the truth is that the night you dined in Eaton 
Place, and we were talking about names, you said, 
after Walrond had said that the boy ought to be*' 
called by the sweet name which I myself bear, that 
you too thought family names ought to be kept to, 
and that if you were me you would not give the 
child a name like Wyndham. It occurred to me 
afterwards that you had perhaps said this thinking 
that it would be rather a bore, and also un pew ridir 
eulej for you to fill the office of godfather ; and as 
I remembered that I, when unmarried, had precisely 
the same feeling, and, in fact, always declined to fill 
the office, I determined to say no more about the 
matter to you, and to ask other people. Accord- 
ingly, we have now got two ecclesiastics — the old 
Archbishop of Dublin^ for one, and Peter Wood^ 
for the other. This is a long story, but it is pre- 
cisely the story of how the matter happened, and 
of what passed in my mind, and I know you will 
readily forgive me if I made a mistake as to 
what your real feeling was. I could not bear the 
notion, that was the fact, of boring you with such 
an office, which you might, I thought, have accepted 
because you did not know how to refuse. 

This cursed long story has spoiled my letter. I am 
full of a tragedy of the time of the end of the Ro- 
man' Republic — one of the most colossal times of 
the world, I think. ... It won’t see the light, how- 

1 Dr. Whately. 

2 His wile’s brotlier-in-law, the Rev. Peter Wood. 
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ever, before 1857.^ I liave only read about a hun- 
dred pages of Macaulay. I thought my chariot 
wheels went heavier than when I was reading the 
first two volumes. Eead Prescott’s Philip the Secr 
' ond. I think it is just the book you would like. 
You ought also to read Lewes’s Life of Goethe. 
The time is short. — Ever yours most sincerely, 

M. Arkold. 


To Mrs. Forster. 

Edgbaston, February 17, 1866. 

My dearest K, — I shall send you to-morrow by 
post a volume of Montalembert’s about England 
which, if you have not read it already, will interest 
both you and William, I think. Eead particularly 
the chapter on the Libert^ de tester, and on English 
Public Schools and Universities, What he says 
about the Public Schools and Universities comes 
curiously from a foreigner, and just now; but I 
think there is much truth in it, and that if the aris- 
tocratical institutions of England could be saved by 
anything, they would be saved by these. But as 
George Sand says in the end of her Memoirs (which 
you should read) : L’humanitd tend a se niveler : 
elle le veut, elle le doit, elle le f era ; ” and though 
it does not particularly rejoice me to tbiTik so, I be- 
lieve that this is true, and that the English aristo- 
cratic system, splendid fruits as it has undoubtedly 
borne, must go. I say it does not rejoice me to think 
this, because what a middle class and people we 
have in England ! of whom Saint Simon says truly : 

1 This design was not carried out. 
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Sur tons les cliantiers de TAngleterre il n’existe 
pas une seule grande id^e.” 

I write this — pampMet, it is getting like — to- 
day because I shall baye not a minute to write it 
to-morrow. 

1 am elected at the Athenaeum^ tell William, and 

look forward with rapture to the use of that library 
in London. It is really as good as having the books 
of one’s own — one can use them at a club in such 
perfect ^uiet and comfort. — Your most affectionate 
brother, M, A. 

To the Same, 

The Athen^um, March 31, 1866. 

... And how are you, my dear, dear soul ? I read 
William’s speech ^ the other day with great interest. 
I see Baines® has poured himself out in to-day’s 
Times, Lord John’s measure® is said to be of Shut- 
tleworth’s concoction, and if so, I think it will suc- 
ceed, for Shuttleworth knows better than most 
people what will go down in the way of education. 

Have you seen Euskin’s new volume of Modem 
Painters f I ask you because I saw William alluded 
to him in his speech. Full of excellent apergus, as 
usual, but the man and character too febrile, irrita- 
ble, and weak to allow him to possess the ordo con^ 
catenatioque veri. You see I treat you as iB you 
were Lady Jane Grey. 

When are you coming to London? for coming 

At the opening of a Working Men’s College at Halifax. 

2 Edward Baines, afterwards M*P. 

2 A Scheme of National Education, anticipating the Act of 
1870. 
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you are. I am glad peace is made, as it was to be ; 
it is all a stupid affair together. Write to me soon 
at 11 Lower Belgrave Street. Do you see anything 
of Bright at Ben Ehydding? TMs Athenaeum is 
a place at which I enjoy something resembling 
beatitude. — Ever your most affectionate M. A. 

My love to William. Trevenen can say “ Cuckoo, 
cherry tree’’; that is the latest domestic news. 
God bless you. 

To the Same. 

London, Tuesday Morning {April 1866). 

Many thanks, my dearest K., for your extracts. 
My poems are making their way, I think, though 
slowly, and perhaps never to make way very far. 
There must always be some people, however, to 
whom the literalness and sincerity of them has a 
charm. After all, that American review, which hit 
upon this last — their sincerity — as their most 
interesting quality, was not far wrong. It seems 
to me strange sometimes to hear of people taking 
pleasure in this or that poem which was written 
years ago, w’-hich then nobody took pleasure in but 
you, which I then perhaps wondered that nobody 
took pleasure in, but since had made up my mind 
that nobody was likely to. The fact is, however, 
that the state of mind expressed in many of the 
poems is one that is becoming more common, and 
you see that even the Obermann stanzas' are taken 
up with interest by some. 

I think I shall be able to do something more in 
time, but am sadly bothered and hindered at pres- 
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ent, and that puts one in de^nmirter Stimmung, 
which is a fatal thing. To make a habitual war 
on depression and low spirits, which in one’s early 
youth one is apt to indulge and be somewhat inter- 
ested in, is one of the things one learns as one gets 
older. They are noxious alike to body and mind, 
and already partake of the nature of death. 

Poor John Blackett^ is dead. I send you a shoi*t 
note I had from his sister yesterday to tell me of 
it. This is indeed one’s own generation falling 
also.” I had more rapports with him than with 
almost any one that I have known. There was a 
radical good intelligence between us which was 
based on a natural affinity. I had lived so much 
with him that I felt mixed up with his career, and 
his being cut short in it seems a sort of intimation 
to me. 

Let me know, as soon as it is settled, when you 
come up here on your way abroad, and pray don’t 
shoot through like an arrow. My love to William. 
— Ever most affectionately yours, M. A. 

To Wyndham Slade, 

Beighton, Axigust 10, 1866. 

Mt dear Wtodham — I look across the sea to 
you, and imagine your agreeable countenance look- 
ing out from a window on the other side. I don’t 
wonder you migrated, for after your some years’ 
experience of Dieppe, you must have sighed for 
it again when you found yourselves at Boulogne. 

1 See p. 14. 
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That place I consider we exhausted in our two days 
last year, and I never wish to pass another whole 
day there. 

The circuit was better than I expected, because 
more of a tour. All the country from Shrewsbury 
to Gloucester was new to me, and Ludlow and 
Herefordshire are well worth seeing ; and we went 
down the Wye by boat from Goodrich Castle to 
Chepstow, one of Ihe most beautiful water passages 
in the world. I tried fishing once or twice, and in 
very renowned waters, but with the heat and the 
sunshine and the thunderyness it was of no use. I 
find that we must have made an exchange of rods 
on our return from the Laverstoke expedition ; at 
least, I think it is yours that I have, and I hope you 
have got mine. Yours is much the newest, and 
would pass for by far the best rod, but mine, though 
old and a little strained, is a great favourite of mine, 
and the best balanced rod I have ever known, so 
pray take care of it. I don’t know whether you are 
fishing at Dieppe, but I should certainly try the 
chalk country Mand there. I met an old gentle- 
man the other day who assured me it abounded in 
trout streams, and the more I see of other trout 
streams the more I am 'convinced of the ineffable 
superiority of those in the chalk. 

I have been here for a few days. I like the place, 
but have been laid up by a thundering bilious 
attack, the result of the heat, bad cookery, and port 
wine of the circuit. The living on circuit is 
very bad, of the worst tawem kind, everything 
greasy and ill served. The one comfort is the 
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perpetual haunch of venison, which even a bad 
cook cannot well spoil. Fanny Lucy and I go on 
to Folkestone to-morrow. We go to Dover, to our 
old quarters on the Esplanade (No. 6), on Thurs- 
day, and shall be there till the 27th. Charmed to ‘ 
see you if you can come. About the 29th we go 
up to Westmorland. I have determined, as my 
affairs are doing better, to lie by and get thoroughly 
sound this year, and then next year I hope I may 
get abroad for a good six weeks or two months 
without borrowing or forestalling. I am glad you 
don’t re-propose the Pyrenees, as it would be dread- 
fully tempting, and it is better I should stay at 
home. Write to me and tell me of your movements 
and doings, and whether we shall see you at Dover. 
My compliments to your mother and sister, and 

believe me, ever yours, M. A. 

# 

To Mrs. Forster. 

101 Mount Steebt, December 6, 1866. 

Mt dearest K. — I am writing to you from my 
old rooms in Mount Street, which are now occupied 
by Wyndham Slade, of whom you have heard me 
speak. He is a barrister, and out daily following 
his avocations from eleveh to five. During this 
space of time he puts his rooms at my disposi, and 
I fly and hide myself here from the everlasting 
going in and coming out of Eaton Place, in the 
profoundest secrecy, no one but Wyndham Slade 
knowing where I am. “Hide thy life,” said Epi- 
curus, and the exquisite zest there is in doing so 
can only be appreciated by those who, desiring to 
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introduce some method into their lives, have suffered 
from the malicious pleasure the world takes in try- 
ing to distract them till they are as shatter-brained 
and empty-hearted as the world itself. 

The air is like balm to-day, and little Tom will 
go out, I think, in Eaton Square, for the first time 
since we have been in London. We had, indeed, 
an alarm about him, and I think it nearly developed 
in me the complaint he is said to have ; at least, 
that alarm, added to large dinners and a hot bed- 
room, have produced in me a fuller beating of the 
heart than I like, but I get better as Tom gets better, 
and he really seems getting better every day. I 
am always, my dearest K., your most affectionate 

M. A. 


To the Same. 

Hampton, May 2, 1857. 

My dearest K. — On no account send me your 
Keller. I never borrow maps, and I wish I could 
say I never lent them. I have lent my Keller to 
somebody or other, and I shall never see it again. 
My one consolation is that Williams and Norgate 
tell me the map is quite obsolete, and that there 
are three new ones on the same scale, all better. 

We talk of going abroad for three weeks, but I 
sometimes have doubts whether we shall manage it ; 
what to do with the three children is too embarrass- 
ing. Else I have a positive thirst to see the Alps 
again, and two or three things I have in hand which 
I cannot finish till I have again breathed and smelt 
Swiss air. I shall be baffled, I daresay, as one con- 
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tinually is in so much, but I remember Goethe, 
'^Horner and Polygnotus daily teach me more and 
more that our life is a Hell, through TV-hich one 
must struggle as one best can.^’ 

This is gloomy, but your letter, my dearest K., ' 
made me a little gloomy. . . . How I wish that 
while William is necessarily much engaged and 
away from home you could come to us for one 
little fortnight or three weeks. Is it quite impossi- 
ble ? How that we have ample room in this house 
on the beautiful Thames bank, the only riant part 
of England, we could and would but too gladly 
take in William too, if he could come with you; 
but ie is a restless creature and would not stay if 
he came. It would be such a deep pleasure to Flu 
as well as to me if you would come ; such a boon 
too if you could come now, for I shall be away from 
here for^two or three days in the week after next, 
and the week after that. We have this house till 
the 1st of June certain. Do think of it. 

The day I read your letter I said to Budge ^ as I 
was dressing for dinner, Budge, you must go and 
see your Aunt Forster.’’ ‘^Ho,” says Budge, 
let me ’top with papa.” So I turn to Tom, and 
when I remind him of the Hoah’s ark, Tom says 
he will go and stop with you for two days,” Upon 
which Budge begins to howl, and running up to 
Tom, who is sitting on the camp bed in my dressing- 
room, entreats him not to go away from him. Why 
not. Budge?” says Tom. "Because I do love you 
so, Tiddy Tom,” says Budge. "Oh,” says Tom, 

1 His seoOEd son^ nickjaame. 
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waying Hs hand with a melancholy air, ‘‘this is 
fodse. Budge, this is all false I Ton should have 
seen the sweet little melancholy face of the rogue 
as he said this. 

• Diddy^ gets very pretly, but he is fretful. Do 
come and see him, and love always your most affec- 
tionate brother, ML A. 

Love to William. Tell him to think of me between 
twelve and five on Tuesday, when the voting for 
the Poetry Chair ^ will be going on. It is impossible 
to be sure how it will go. 

To the Same, 

21 WATBKIiOO Cebsobnt, Dovbb, 
July 26, 1867. 

My deabest K. — We are expecting the Judge, 
Lady Wightman, and Georgina to-day to stay till 
Monday. How delightful lids place is it is vain to 
say to the barbarous inhabitants of the north. 

Plu and I hope to start on Tuesday week, the 4th 
of August. We go by Paris and Basle to Lucerne, 
then by the Titlis (for Obermann’s sake) and Grim- 
sel to Zermatt, where we meet Wyndham Slade and 
some of his family, then m company with them to 
Vevay and Geneva, and home by Prance. What 
are you going to do? Tell me soon and exactly — 
how long you mean to be out, and how much money 

1 His third son, Eichard Penrose, horn November 14, 1866. 

^ He was elected Professor of Poetry at Oxford, May 6, 1867, 
defeating the Rev, J. E. Bode. BQs Inaugural Lecture,* ^ On the 
Modem Element in Literature,” was delivered in the foHoWnig 
term, and eventually published in MarniilltmU Magaziinet Feb- 
ruary 1869. 

VOL. L — F 
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to spend. What are the Croppers/ that tinwriting 
couple, going to do ? Do tell me this. I am well 
in the middle of my Merope, and please myself 
pretty well, though between indolence and nerrous- 
ness I am a bad worker. What I learn in studying- 
Sophocles for my present purpose is, or seems to 
me, wonderful ; so far exceeding all that one would 
learn in years’ reading of him without such a pur- 
pose. And what a man! What works! I must 
read Merope to you. I think and hope it will haye 
what Buddha called the character of FUdty, that 
true sign of the Law.” I send you a rough draft of 
a totimonial I mean to give to Temple for Eugby.^ 
Kefhtn it to me, telling me how you like it. I have 
not yet sent it. He is the one man who may do 
something of the same work papa did. God bless 
you. Our united affectionate loye to you prospec- 
tiyely for your birthday. Love to Widiam. — 
Your ever affectionate M. A. 

To his Mother^ 

London, Sunday^ January 8, 1868. 

Mt beaeest Mother — You wished to see every- 
thing about Merope^ so I send you these. They 
haye lost no ti^^ in opening cry. The Athemoeum 
is a choice spbcroien of style, and the Spectator 
of argumentation. The Saturday B&oi&m is not 
otherwise to be complained of than so far as it is 

1 His Husanna was married to J. W. Cropper of Dingle 
Bank, 

^ Dr. Temple, Head Master of Engby, 1858 ; Bt^op of Exeter, 
1869 ; of London, 1886; Arcbbislxop of Canterbury, 1896. 

® MeropCf a Tragedy ^ 1858, 
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deadly prosy. I am very anxious to see what 
Lewes ^ says about Merope, as I have a very high 
opinion of his literary judgment, but the Leader 
is silent this week. It is singular what irritation 
^he dispute between classicism and romanticism 
seems always to call forth; but I remember Vol- 
taire^s lamentation that the ^^literse humanse,” hur 
mane letters, should be so desperately inhvman, 
and am determined in print to be always scrupu- 
lously polite. The bane of English reviewing and 
newspaper writing is, and has always been, its 
grossi^reU, — Ever your affectionate M, A. 

To the Same. 

January 18, 1868. 

Mt dearest Mother — I send you to-day two 
or three newspapers, none of them exactly favour- 
able, but which you will perhaps like to see. In 
spite of the aversion of people to the unfamiliar 
stranger introduced to them, her appearance evi- 
dently makes them think and turn themselves 
about it; and this will do them good, while their 
disinclination will do me no harm, as their curiosity 
will make them buy Merope, and have no inten- 
tion of producing, like Euripides, s^^ty dramas m 
this style, but shall now turn to seething wholly 
different. 

To Miss Arnold. 

FelmiaryS^ l|58. 

My DEAREST Fan — If you knew what^^leas- 
ure it was to me to hear from you, you wp^ write 
1 G. H. Lewes, Literary Editor of The Zeade»*. 
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promise you, too, to give you a better satisfaction 
some day, if I live. 

I often think of poor dear Johnny^ and the 
pleasure that he would have taken in Merope, he 
having much the same special fondness for this 
sort of thing that I have. Make Browning look 
at it, if he is at Florence; one of the very best 
antique fragments I know is a fragment of a Hip- 
polytuB by him.^ 

The poem is a great deal reviewed here, very 
civilly, but very expostulatingly. 

I dined at Lord Granville’s on Sunday, and 
found all the Ministerial people saying, “ Wiat a 
stormy time we shall have I ” The Duke of Argyll 
said with a sublime virtue that we were not to 
shrink from doing what was right because other 
people did and said what was wrong. There is 
no doubt that between India and the French 
Colonels’ Bill,” ® as their enemies call it, the Gov- 
ernment are in a critical situation. It is said that 
Lord Derby is both willing and eager to come in. 
Bright has appeared with a strong manifesto about 
Keform, written with great spirit; but, in the first 
place, no one cares as yet about the Eeform ques- 
tion; in the second place, every one agrees that 
Bright could not be active in the House for a week 
without breaking down again. 

^ Her b;rot]aer, John F, B. Blackett, M.P. (see p. 14 ). 

® “ Artemis Prologizes ’’—in Men and Women, 

® Lord Pa^erston’s Conspiracy Bill, occasioned by Orsini's 
attack on the Emperor Napoleon. 
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When shall wo all meet? We have taken a 
house in Chester S(|naro. It is a very small one, 
but it -will be soinothing to niipiek one's portman- 
teau for the fii'st time since I was married, now 
•nearly seven years ago. Write still to the Privy 
Council Office, and believe mo always affectionately 
yourSj M. A. 

To hh Wife, 

VavBY, August 28 , 1858 . 

I shall go back to where I left off in my last 
letter. We were just going to dine at Philippe's. 
We walked there. It is too far — in the Eue 
Montorgueil. When yon are there the rooms are 
low and small. The dinner very good certainly, 
but not perceptibly better than the dinner you get 
at the Troia Frores. I should say it was a better 
place to give a party in than to come into and have 
a chance dinner. We then strolled on the Boule- 
vard, had ice at one cafd and coffee at another, 
then back to our hotel, where young Grenfell left 
us, charmed with his day, poor fellow, as he is tied 
for some weeks to a French tutor, and never sees 
a compatriote. Next morning we were up not quite 
so early as we should be, and only just caught the 
train at a quarter to eight. You remember yon 
and I nearly missed on our first tour the eleven 
o'clock train at the same station, that for Lyons, 
which is a long way off. We were in time, 
however, getting into the salle (TaMmte jtisi as the 
doors were opened to let the people We man- 
aged very well, Walrond settling #641^^846 drivers 
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while I got the tickets. I thought of you as we 
passed out into the open valley of the Seine, and 
shot away towards Fontainebleau. How new that 
line and country were to both of us, and how we 
looked out of the window for every place to be seen^ 
on both sides of the road ! Seen a second time, the 
Lyons line is a dull one ; I am glad to have seen it 
once more, however, and now, I think, if ever I 
pass by it again, it shall be at night. We had for 
companions a shaky old Englishman with a peevish 
wife, and a Genevese and his wife, very pleasant 
people, with whom we talked a great deal. It 
came out at the very end of the day that she was 
a granddaughter of old Mrs. Marcet,^ and connected 
with all the Eomilly set. At Tonnerre we had a 
very good breakfast, which was lucky, as the train 
was a little behind time, and the stoppages at all 
the other places came to little or nothing. At 
Dijon we just found time to telegraph to the Ecu 
at Geneva for beds. The days are bright, but cold, 
with occasional showers, and as there had been 
much rain the night before, we had no dust. The 
train was by no means crowded, and better travel- 
ling I have never known. At Macon at 5 p.m. 
we unhooked from the Lyons train (in 1851 you 
and I passed Macon by steamboat, the line being 
then only finished to Chalons) and started on the 
new line to Geneva. We got a mouthful to eat at 
Macon, but, as I have told you, the stopping time 
was taken away. From MEacon, leaving the Seine, 

^ Jane Marcet (1769-1868), writer on Politicsal Economy. Her 
dangliter Sophia was married to Edward Bomilly, M.P, 
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you go along the valley of the Veyle through a 
dead flat, richly green, and wooded country to 
Bourg. Behind us the sun was settmg beautifully 
over the Charolais mountains, the outliers of the 
’Oevennes, but in front storm-cloud and rain and 
a rainbow were over the Jura. We dropped our 
Genevese friends at Bourg, the capital of the depart- 
ment of the Ain, and went on alone with our two 
English to the passage of the Ain and Amberieux, 
where the line enters the Jura. It was now past 
seven, at which time it is nearly dark here, and 
the rain began. This was provoking, so I went 
to sleep. I woke up occasionally to hear the rain 
pattering and to see black obscure ridges close to 
the carriage window. These were the defiles of 
the Jura, but the immediate sides of the defiles we 
went through did not seem so higL Finally, it 
cleared up as we approached Geneva; at eleven 
the moon <xtme out, and we saw the tall white 
houses, with their lights, scattered about the valley 
of the Rhdne, and the high line of the Jura in the 
distance, beautifully soft and clear. We drove 
straight to the Ecu, found they had kept very good 
rooms for us, looking right over the Bhfine. We 
had tea. I sat little while by my open win- 
dow, and then went to bed. Next morning we 
were up at seven — a beautiful morning, — and 
there was the exquisite lake before us, with the 
Ehfine issuing out of it, and the sun ort tljio^rooky 
summits of the Jura — all that' one thinis"^ so 
often when one mnnot see them with^on^’s eyes. 
After breakfast we strolled about the town, and by 
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the lake. I bought a map of Savoy, and we went 
to see the model of Mont Blanc; then we took a 
ccd^che about twelve and drove to Ferney. We did 
not drive by the great public road to Gex, but kept 
along a little winding cross road shaded over witlT 
trees, all among the country houses of the Gene- 
vese. We stopped at a campagne, where the driver 
told us the gardener had permission to sell the 
fruit, and bought all the peaches and figs we could 
carry for a fabulously small price, then drove on up 
a little hill to the Petit Saconnex, a small village, 
and there, on looking back, was Mont Blanc in all 
his glory, with a few clouds playing about the 
middle of him, but his head and all his long line 
of Aiguilles cutting the blue sky sharp and bright, 
without a speck of mist. Then on to Feniey, 
where the terrace has the most beautiful view 
possible. 

On Sunday morning — more is left of Voltaire 
than I expected, but I cannot describe Femey here. 
We drove slowly back to Geneva, with Mont Blanc 
before us all the way — went and bathed in the 
lake — delightful — then back to the five o’clock 
ta^le dJh6te, After dinner we . drove again to the 
Petit Saconnex to see the sun i^x)ver Mont Blanc. 
We were a little too late, but what we saw was 
very impressive. Then we drove to the junction 
of the Eh6ne and the Arve, which we reached to 
see just by twilight; then back to Geneva to have 
our coffee at the Caf^ du Nord, and to walk about 
the quays till bedtime. Yesterday morning we 
left Geneva by the 9 a.m. boat We would not 



TO HIS WIFE. 


75 


leave this lake so soon, so we put in here for Sun- 
day. One of the things I most long for is to come 
here with you. It seems absurd to tell you, now 
I have come without you, how I long for you, but 
so it is. I have not yet once, for a moment, felt 
as I generally feel abroad; for the first time in my 
life I feel willing to go back at any moment, and 
do not mind what happens to shorten the journey. 
I must just finish my journey. We got here about 
half-past one yesterday; got rooms high up, but 
looking over the lake; had luncheon, and started 
immediately for Meillerie. - As we neared the op- 
posite side we tmdressed, jumped out of the boat, 
and swam to the famouB rocks. It blew uncom- 
fortably as we came back. Walrond rowed aU the 
way there and back to quicken the boat. We 
dined at the eight o’clock table 6»Mte — pretty good, 
but this hotel is too crowded. We are now going 
to walk about Clarens, Montreux, etc., then to dine 
at the five o’clock table and after dinner to 

Bex. To-morrow, I hope, over the Diablerets. I 
shall find a letter from you at Zermatt, I hope and 
trust. I thought of you yesterday on your journey 
to Fox How. Love to aU there. 


To the Same. 

H6tbl DU Mont Oebvin, 
S^temb&r 1 , 1863 . 

Here I am at last, but without you, alas! I 
have got your letter, and am more vexed than I 
can say at your having had no letter from me last 
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Thursday. By this time you will have found that 
I wrote it and posted it on Wednesday, as I prom- 
ised. Now I shall continue my account of myself. 
After writing to you on Sunday, Walrond and I 
set off to walk to the Chateau de Blonay, an old"" 
castellated house standing among those exquisite 
hills of park and lawn which are inteiposed be- 
tween the high mountains and Yevey, and which 
make Yevey so soft and beautiful. The family 
were at dinner, so we could not go in, but we 
walked about the terraces and into the village 
church, with beautiful views of the Lake of Geneva, 
and got back to Yevey just in time for the five 
o’clock tahle d^hdte. The dinner was very good, 
but at six Walrond and I had to leave it to get to 
the steamboat, which deposited us at Yilleneuve, 
just as it got dark. The evening was rather heavy 
and overcast, but Clarens and Montreux still looked 
beautiful as we passed them. I walked up and 
down on the pier at Yilleneuve till the train 
started for Bex — ten miles. The railroad is just 
open. We got to the H6tel de TUnion at Bex about 
half-past nine; it is a dirty place, though Murray 
calls it good. We engaged a guide to take us over 
the Diablerets next day, had some tea, and went 
to bed, Walrond complained of insects, but I saw 
none. However, I was on a different story from 
him. I slept badly, the bed being uncomfortably 
short for me; but at six o’clock I was up, and at 
half-past seven we had started with our guide, the 
Dent de Morcles glittering in front of us, and Bex 
and its trees in shade. The pass of the Diablerets 
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is not much travelled. It cuts off a great comer 
from Bex to Sion^ but it is long — the ascent easy 
enough, but the descent on the Sion side steep in 
parts and very stony. The Diablerets and his 
•glaciers are very fine, and the long descent towards 
the Vallais, along the valley of the Liseme, with 
hundreds of feet of precipice above and below for 
two or three miles, is very fine too. At a little 
chapel, dedicated to St. Bernard, you make a sud- 
den turn, and the Vallais lies all before you, and 
in the middle of it Sion, with its hills and castles. 
We stopped at one or two little places for bread, 
milk, and country wine, but we made the day's 
journey in less time than Murray allots to it, even 
with good walking. Walrond walks fast — too fast 
for my taste, for I like to look about me more — 
and stops very little. 

We got to Sion about a quarter past five, and 
went to the Lion d'Or, an immense stony old house 
in the somewhat gloomy but picturesque old town, 
the capital of the Vallais. We ought to have gone 
to the Poste which Murray recommended, not to 
the Lion d'Orj however, there we went. We went 
and had a bath at the hospital, and dined about 
seven. At half -past eight arrived the diligence 
from Bex, which ought to have brought our bags, 

. , . Walrond went to the diligence office, and 
there were no bags come. We had walked all day, 
and had nothing but the things we wore; however, 
there was no help for it. Eleven we went to bed, 
having adjoinug rooms. I slept for an hour or 
two, when I woke feeling nCiyself atta<^ed; I had 
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taken the precaution to get some matches from 
the waiter, not liking the aspect of the bedrooms. 
I found my enemy and dispatched him, but kept 
the candle lighted. I slept pretty well for the rest 
of the night, but the Lion d’Or is a fQthy hole ; it 
makes me feel sick to think of it. The next morn- 
ing Walrond was out at seven, and bought a comb, 
soap, and toothbrushes, so we made a decent 
toilette ; and at eighty as we finished breakfast, 
the right diligence arrived from Bex with our 
things. With this diligence we went on, up the 
Vallais, to Visp. There we arrived about two in 
the afternoon, and went into the inn, the Soleil, 
for luncheon. I took up the strangers’ book, and 
there was Edward’s name. 

To the Same, 

H6tbl dtj Geand St. Bbrnaed, 
Septemher 4 , 1858 . 

I wrote to you from Zermatt. When I had 
finished my letter Walrond and I started for the 
Riffel. It is a long climb of more than two hours, 
and after our four hours’ walk from St. Nicholas 
in the morning I felt the climb a good puU. We 
rested at the hotel on the Rifiel, which we both 
thought an uninviting, dreary place ; ate some 
bread and drank some Swiss wine there, and talked 
to the travellers who were preparing to go up 
Monte Eosa next morning, and then climbed up 
the ridge of the mountain on whose slopes the 
hotel is perched to the Gomer Grat, by which 
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time we had both of ue, I -think, had climbing 
enough for one day. We got tip just as the sun 
set, and saw lying magnificently close before us, 
separated only by a broad river of glacier, Monte 
fiosa, the Lyskamm, the Jumeaux, the Breithom, 
and the St. Th^odule, while to the right of them 
the extraordinary peak of the Matterhorn, too steep 
for much snow to rest upon, ran up all by itself 
into the sky. We came down slowly, for it was 
difficult to leave the moimtains while there was 
any light upon them. We got back to Zermatt 
about a quarter past seven, got tubs of warm water, 
as we nearly always manage to do, washed and 
dressed, and dined in great comfort, the Lingens 
sitting by us. There were a good many people in 
the inn, several of them great Alpine climbers, 
such as Hinohclifi^ who has written about the high 
passes. Davies^ was there, too, the clergyman with 
a beard, who has been up the Finster Aarhom. 
He came and talked to me a long time, reminding 
me that he had met you and me at the Cromptons’ 3 
he made himself very agreeable. We made acquaint- 
ance also with Serjeant Deasy,^ the member for 
Cork, who was there, and William Cowper,® too, 
who was there with his wife, came and talked to 
me. We had thought of going up the Cima di Jazzi, 
but as to do this it would be necessary to go up 
the Biffel again, and to sleep at the very unpromis- 
ing inn there, we decided to go straight over the 

^ The Rev. J. LleweUyn Davies. 

® Afterwards Lord Justice Deasy. 

® Afterwards Lord Mount-Temple. 
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St. Tli4odule. The, Lingens were going too, and 
they started with Serjeant Deasy at five the next 
morning. We were rather tired, and had, besides, 
all our arrangements to m£&:e about guides and 
porters, and did not get off till twenty minutes^ 
past seven. It was a fine morning, but the clouds 
were low; we had two capital guides. We all 
went fast, and got on the snow in about three 
hours after leaving Zennatt, I having first passed 
round my pot of cold cream, which I must tell you 
is becoming celebrated in Switzerland for the good 
it has done. We all had veils, too, and as the sun 
was a good deal clouded, we did not feel the glare 
of the snow much. It is a curious and interesting 
thing to go once over a great snow pass; the St. 
Th^odule is a very easy one, and I cannot tell you 
how I wished for you. It is a walk of two or three 
hours over not very steeply inclined plains of 
snow; you go in Indian 'file, in a track of steps 
made by yout predecessors in the snow. Very 
occasionally you come to a small crevasse, across 
which you generally find a plank laid, where the 
guides make a good deal of fuss, and you have to 
go carefully; but there is really not the least dan- 
ger. The view down into the crevasses is some- 
times very fine, with no bottom to be reached by 
the eye, and beautiful green lights playing about 
the broken walls of ice. There is a hut on the top 
of the pass (11,185 feet above the sea — the great- 
est height I have ever been), where two women 
live in the summer, and sell wine, bread, hwsch- 
waaser, etc., to the passers. We caught the Lin- 
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gens up at the hut, and, olimijipg to a little^peak 
just above, tried to see wha^ we coul(^ through 
the driving mist. High up in the sky it Cleared 
occasionally, and we'^had glimpses oi^ the top of 
•the Matterhorn, the top of Monte Rosa, the top of 
the Breithom, but their trunks were all in mist. 
We had some hot wine, and set off down the pass 
on the Italian side. The snow stretches much less 
way on this side than on 4liat of Switzerland, but 
all the way down to Breuil, a little hamlet at the 
immediate foot of the mountain, there is nothing 
Italian in the vegetation or the moimtain forms. 
Walrond and I got down at a great pace, and 
reached the new inn at Breuil at a quarter past 
two. The Lingens came about half an hour after, 
and found us drinking beer. One of the effects of 
Alpine walking is to produce an insatiable thirst. 
Mrs. Lingen crossed in a chaise b/ portewr, Lingen 
rode up to where the snow began. We were obliged 
to stop at Breml, as the next sleeping-place, Cha- 
tillon (you and I passed it together that night from 
Aosta to Ivrea) was six hours off. So after set- 
tling with the Lingens to dine at seven, Walrond 
and I started to look for some lakes marked in my 
map as being on a mountain near. We had a long 
business looking for them. When we at last found 
them they were mere snow-water lakes, dirty, and 
not worth looking at, but in scrambling about we 
had found a number of perfectly bright little 
streams worthy of Westmorland — ^water such as my 
eye so often longs in vain for in this country, — 
and their banks covered with the giant gentian 
VOL. L — G 



82 


TO HIS WIFE. 


and the Alpine rl^ododendron, the latter with a 
few red blossoms still here and there upon him. 
We got back just before seven, after a hai*d day. 
The dinner was bad, but the evening was pleasant 
enough — ourselves, the Lingens, Serjeant Deasy^ 
and a young Irish barrister, a friend of his. Next 
morning Walrond and I were off before seven to 
descend the Yal Toumanche to Chatillon. At the 
village of Yal Toum&che, two hours down the 
valley, is the Sardinian passport-station, and as the 
visi-mg made a delay, we struck up to a little 
lake of clear water we heard of a little way off 
among the hiUs, and had a charming bathe. When 
we got back to the village the Lingens caught us 
up, and we went on together to Chatillon. There 
we got into the Yal d’Aosta, and, as you may 
remember, that is Italy indeed. We had some 
fruit and wine at Chatillon, and there we parted 
with Serjeant Deasy, and the Lingens and we went 
on together in a carriage to the Aosta, three hours 
off. We got to Aosta just at sunset — a fine even- 
ing, but not such weather as you and I had. We 
passed the dirty Couronne, where you were alarmed 
by the great spider, and drove through the town to 
a new hotel outside it, on the Courmayeur side, 
kept by an old Chamouni guide, the H6tel du Mont 
Blanc. There at half -past seven we dined. We 
had a capital dinner, and the hotel excellent. Here 
I must stop for the present and post this. I will 
go on from Chamouni, where we are going over the 
Col de Balme to-morrow. 

My face is now set steadily homewards, Cha- 
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mouni, Geneva, Dijon, Paris, London, Fox How. 
Kiss my darling little boys for me. M; A. 

To Mrs. Forster. 

Maktignt, September 6, 1868. 

Mt dearest E. — Here is a pouring wet day, 
to give me an opportunity of paying my long- 
standing debt to you. I never tbanied you 
for sending me Kingsley's^ remarks on my poems, 
which you rightly judged I should like to hear. 
They reached me when I was worried with an 
accumulation of all sorts of business, and I kept 
putting off and putting off writing to thank you for 
them ; at last, when I had fairly made up my mind 
to write, I heard you were gone to Holland. What 
on earth did you go to do there ? 

Kingsley's remarks were very hoMsorrie, espe- 
cially coming from a brother in the craft. I should 
like to send you a letter which I had from Froude 
about Meropey just at the same time that yotu* 
record of Kingsley's criticisms reached me. If I 
can find it when I return to England I will send 
it to you It was to beg me to discontinue the 
Merope line, but entered into very interesting 
developments, as the French say, in doing so. 
Indeed, if the opinion of the general public about 
my poems were the same as that of the leading 
literary men, I should make more money by them 
than I do. But, more than this, I-ishould gain the 
stimulus necessary to enable me to produce my 

^ Author of The Sa/mfs Tragedy and other poems. 
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best — all that I have in me, whatever that may 
be, — to produce which is no light matter with an 
existence so hampered as mine is. People do not 
understand what a temptation there is, if you can- 
not bear anything not v&ry good, to transfer youf 
operations to a region where form is everything. 
Perfection of a certain kind may there be attained, 
or at least approached, without knocking yourself 
to pieces, but to attajh or approach perfection in 
the region of thought and feeling, and to unite this 
with perfection of form, demands not merely an 
effort and a labour, but an actual tearing of oneself 
to pieces, which one does not readily consent to 
(although one is sometimes forced to it) unless one 
can devote one’s whole life to poetry. Wordsworth 
Could give his whole life to it, Shelley and Byron 
both could, and were besides driven by their demon 
to do so. Tennyson, a far inferior natural power 
to either of the three, can; but of the modems 
Groethe is the only one, I think, of those who have 
had an eomtence assvjettie, who has thrown himself 
with a great result into poetry. And even he felt 
what I say, for he could, no doubt, have done more, 
poetically, had he been freer ; but it is not so light 
a matter, when you have other grave claims on your 
powers, to submit voluntarily to the exhaustion of 
the best poetical production in a time like this. 
Gfoethe speaks somewhere of the endless matters 
on which he had employed himself, and says that 
with the labour he had given to them he might 
have produced half a dozen more good tragedies ; 
but to produce these, he says, I must have been 
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Behr zerrissm. It is only in the best poetical epochs 
(such as the Elizabethan) that you can descend into 
yourself and produce the best of your thought and 
feeling naturally, and without an overwhelming 
^nd in some degree morbid effort; for then all the 
people around you are more or less doing the same 
thing. It is natural, it is the bent of the time to 
do it ; its being the bent of the time, indeed, is 
what makes the time a poefHcaZ one. But enough 
of this. 

It is nearly a fortnight since Walrond and I 
started, and in ten days I hope to be at home again. 
They will have kept you more or less informed 
from Fox How, I daresay, of our travelling pro- 
ceedings. We have hitherto done just what we 
intended: Geneva, Bex, and the Diablerets, Zer- 
matt, and the Grand St. Bernard. The fates are 
against us to-day for the first time, for at this 
moment we ought to be on the Col de Balme, and 
we are here kept to the house by good heavy West- 
morland rain. It will be curious if I again miss 
Chamouni, which I have missed so often ; but we 
are resolutely stajring over the day here, not to 
miss it if the weather will give us a chance. If 
it rains to-morrow, however, we shall go on to 
Geneva. I am glad to have been here again, and 
Walrond has admirable qualities for a travelling 
companion ; but I have found two things : one, tfesc? 
I am not sure but I have begun to feel with papa 
about the time lost of mere mountain and lake 
hunting (though every one should see the Alps once 
to know what they are), and to desire to bestow 
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my travelling solely on eventful countries and 
cities; the other that I miss Flu as a travelling 
companion more than I could have believed pos- 
sible, and will certainly never travel again for Tr^ere 
ple(mi/re without her. To go to Eome or Greeccr 
would not be travelling for mere pleasure, I con- 
sider; but to Eome I would not easily go without 

her. I shall conclude with one anecdote of dear 

old Budge. Just befmre we left Dover, the Judge, 

who was staying with us, took us all in a carriage 
to St. Eadigund’s Abbey, a beautiful ruin near 
Dover. We entered the precinct, and there were 
the beautiful ruins, and capitals and fragments of 
arches lying about the grass, as you see them at 
such places. We all said how beautiful, etc., etc. ; 
but Budge, surveying the litter with the, greatest 
contempt, exclaimed at last these words — ‘‘What 
a nasty, heastly place this is 1 ” You have no notion 
what a comic effect the child and his speech pro- 
duced. 

God bless you, my dear old K. Suppose you 
write me a line to reach me at the Hotel Windsor, 
Paris, on or before this day week; if not that, 
write to me soon at Fox How. My love to 
William. — ^Your ever affectionate M. A. 


To Miss Arnold. 

London, Novemler 4, 1868. 

My dearbst Fan — I have thought a good deal 
of Fox How to-day. I have not yet got over the 
prOfeSund disgust which the first loss of the country 
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creates in me at my return to London, and -with 
the prospect of tramping on stone payements for 
nine months to come. I was at Hammersmith 
to-day, and eyen there the fog was less, and the 
4Dlue sky yisible in breaks, and the trees still 
some leayes upon them, and the enclosures showed 
a sort of tendency to become fields, though of a 
blackish and miserable kind. I inspected a little 
school at Hammersmith, lunched at a hideous 
square red-brick barrack, ^hich a great auctioneer 
has just built and furnished at an immense expense 
in a brickfield, to seiwe hiDl-lor a country retreal^ 
and came back to London through Shepherd’s Bush 
and Bayswater, in bright sunshine, which duly 
dwindled away as I approached the Marble Arch, 
and disappeared in impenetrable fog as I reached 
Belgrayia. There I found little Tom, much better, 
preparing to go with Mu in the carriage to Howell 
and James; and Budge and Baby I despatched to 
Hyde Park with the nurses, to breathe a somewhat 
lighter atmosphere than that of Chester Square. 
The rogues are both wonderfully well, howeyer, 
and Baby looking so splendid that a lady stopped 
her carriage in Lowndes Square yesterday, got out 
of it, and accosted Charlotte to know who he was. 
Our house is delightful inside, and yery pleasant 
to return to, though at present I cannot quite for- 
giye it for not being twenty miles out of London. 
My books will come about the 14th of this month. 
I haye a great bookcase put up for them in the 
study; I haye also hung there what pictures I have 
— a little gallery you have not yet seen. At Col- 
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naglii^s yesterday I got a print of papa (as Jane 
declares I gave her mine, whicli I doubt), which 
Colnaghi is ^to frame; it will hang by itself in the 
dining-room over the mantelpiece. 

Do look if you can find at Fox How two volumes 
of Michelet^s Eistoire de France of mine (8vo in 
paper), and^one volume of Warton’s History of 
Poetry, also a parcel of about 100 or 150 leaves 
of Eousseau's NouveUe Eeloise. They have not 
turned up at the unpacking, and I hope and trust 
they are at Fox How. Pray relieve my mind about 
them soon. 

Flu will have told you that I heard Bright to 
perfection.^ The company was dismally obscure, 
the diimer abominably bad,, the speaking, all but 
his, unutterably wearisome; but his speech made 
amends. He is an orator of alni^t the highest 
rank — voice and manner exceU^t; perhaps not 
quite fik)w enough — not that he ^Its or stammers, 
but I like to have sometimes more of a rush than 
he ever gives you. He is a far better speaker than 
Gladstone. • , . If you have not read Montalem- 
bert^s article on India and the Indian Debate of 
this last spring in the House of Commons, you 
should try and get it. It is in a French periodical, 
Zr6 GorresjpondanU The periodical has been sup- 
pressed in France, and I know not what vengeance 
taken on author and editox. I am sorry mammals 
finger is not yet well. One should be a baby to 
heal fast. My love to her, and believe me always 
your affectionate brother, M. A. 

a patlic diimer at Birmingham, October 29, 1858. 
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To the Same. 

2 Qecester Square, January 18, 1869. 

The night before I got your letter I heard from 
Stephen, the Secretary to the Education Cjommis- 
sion, asking me to call upon him, and I saw him 
yesterday. He proposed to me to go as the For- 
eign Assistant Commissioner of ^ Commission to 
France and the French-speq^ing countries — Bel- 
gium, Switzerland, and Piedmont — to report on the 
systems oi elementary education there. There are 
to be two Foreign ACs., one for France, oRe for 
G^many. I cannot tell you how much I like the 
errand, and above all, to have the French district. 

To Mrs, Forster. 

V ^ January 21, 1869. 

Mt BBAREstr — Tell my dearest mother I 
have written s6'''<^^le of, late because I am over- 
whelmed with grammar papers to be looked over, 
and not choosing as I grow older, and my time 
shortens, to give up my own work entirely for any 
routine business, I have a hard time of it just at 
present. When I have finished these papers I have 
a General Report and a Training School Report to 
get out of hand, the inspection of schools going bn 
alongside of this all the while, so at the begin- 
ning of next month, when my office work is again 
reduced to inspecting, I shall feel myself quite a 
free man. 

I thought Bright^s speech ^ read as well as any 
1 At Glasgow, on Parliamentary Reform ; December 21, ^8. 
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but bis Birmingliain speeches. What a good 
speaker he is! I am so glad they heard him. 
You see the Times, after hanging poised for a day 
or two, at last rolls its waves decidedly against 
Bright^s scheme. You hear everybody saying that 
it is unfair to the Counties, but I don’t think there 
is much in that. The real cause for alarm is in 
the prospect of the people the great towns would 
return. 

I must stop. You can’t think how nicely the 
two boys go on with Mrs. Querini, their governess. 
From my little study I can hear all that passes. 
She said to Budge this morning, “Who do you 
love best of anybody in the world? ” “Nobody at 
all, ” says Budge. “ Yes, ” says Mrs. Querini, “ you 
love your papa and mamma.” “ W ell, ” says Budge. 
“But,” goes on Mrs. Querini, “you ^e to love God 
more than any one, more even thto your papa and 
mamma.” “No, I shan’t,” say^ Budge. Jolly 
little heathen. My love to all. — I am ever your 
most affectionate M. A. 


To tJie SaToe. 

London, February 16, 1869. 

I thought of starting next Monday week, but I 
shall harily be ready by that time, besides, I think 
of being presented at the lev^e on 2nd March, in 
order to be capable of going to Courts abroad, if 
necessary. I like the thoughts of the Mission more 
and more. You know that I have no special inter- 
est in the subject of public education, but a mission 
like this appeals even to the general interest which 
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every educated man cannot help feeling in such a 
subject. I shall fojp five months get free from the 
routine "^ork of it, of which I sometimes get very 
sick, and be dealing with its history and principles. 
Then foreign life is still to me perfectly delightful, 
and liberating in the highest degree, although I get 
more and more satisfied to live generally in Eng- 
land, and convinced that I shall work best in the 
long-run by living in the country which is my own. 
But when I think of the bordera of the Lake of 
Geneva in May, and the narcissuses'/ and the lilies, 
I can hardly sit still^i 

I shall try and give one lecture at Oxford before 
I go, on the Troubadours. I know pretty much 
what I want to say, but am doubtful whether I can 
put it together in time. But I can work harder 
than I did of uld, though still very far from hard, 
as great workers count hardness. I think we shall 
be back in England early in August, spend that 
month at Dover^ and then, I hope and trust, come 
north in September, 

To Ms Mother. 

Pi.Ri8, Axuril 14, 1869. 

What can one do, my dearest mother, except 
bow one’s head and be silent? My poor dear 
Willy I ^ If he had but known of my being here 
and had telegraphed to me from Malta, I might 

1 His brother, William Delafield Arnold, Di;rector of Public 
Instruction in the Punjab, commemorated in Stanzas from 
Camac and “ A Southern Night,” died at Gibraltar, on his 
return from India, April 9, 1869. 
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have reached him at Gibraltar in time. And no 
one else could. I like to imagine, even now that 
it is so entirely vain, the arriving at Gibraltar, the 
standing by his bedside, the taking his poor hand 
— I, whom he would hardly perhaps have expected 
to see there — I, of whom he thought so far more 
than I deserved, and who showed him, poor boy, 
so far less tenderness than he deserved. How 
strange it seems that he should have overlived his 
first terrible illness when his wife was alive to 
nurse him and he had but one child to suffer by 
his loss, to die now alone, with only a chance 
acquaintance to attend him, and leaving those four 
poor little orphans, to whom no tenderness can 
ever quite replace a father and a mother 1 And 
then that he should have overlived the misery of 
his poor wife^s death to struggle through a yearns 
loneliness, and then to die too. Poor Pannyl she 
at Dhurmsala, and he by the Eock of Gibraltar. 
God bless you. What I can be to you, and to all 
of them, I will be. — Yours ever, M. A. 

To his Wife, 

Pabis, 4pn7 28, 1869. 

I quite counted on another line from you to-day 
to tell me of your safe arrival in London. The 
post has only just come in, everything on the line 
of railway being disorganised by the passage of 
the troops, but there is nothing for me. JSTow I 
cannot hear^to-morrow, for you will think I am 
gone ^way from here, and not know where to write 
to me. But I do not go to Brittany till Saturday 
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morning, as my letter for tlie Pr^fets will not be 
ready till the middle of the day to-morrow. 

I have seen Guizot, Dumont, a number of the 
officials at the Minist^re de Plnstruction Publi( 5 [ue, 
amd the P^re Etienne, the Superior-General of the 
Eemale Eeligious Orders in France. This last is 
a most interesting man, one of the most striking 
persons I have seen here, but more of him here- 
after. I finished my round by calling on the Due 
de Broglie, but he was out. Ifow 1 am going to 
call on Madame de Staffi, and then coming back to 
meet Wyndham Slad^, that we may dine together. 

Guizot told me the great news, %hich I suppose 
you all know to-day in England, but which has been 
kept out of the papers here — that Austria had ac- 
cepted the English mediation and that France had 
refused it ; so in a few days the cannon will begin 
to roar. The moment is certainly most interesting 
and agitating. There is not much enthusiasm here, 
but a great deal of excitement at the perpetual sight 
of troops marching past. All this grand military 
spectacle so animates and interests the French. 
Miles of infantry have just gone past to the Lyons 
station, all in heavy marching order, with their 
drinking cups round their necks, their round loaves 
of brown bread fastened to their knapsacks, and 
their tent-poles stuck through a strap on their backs. 
How I wish for you all and my darling boys I 

I had a pleasant dinner at Lady Elgin^s last night. 
I sat between Lady Frances Baillie atoid gj^sSi^'ar- 
quhar. She had an enthusiasm about 
my father. I walked home with BaiMt“46.^aS6d 
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his wife charming people. You shall see them 
when you come back here. The Nuncio’s letters 
to the bishops and archbishops have come, and I 
am now only waiting for M. Eoulands'.^ 

If you can write by to-morrow’s post, write 1!b 
me at the Poste Eestante, Nantes. 

I hope to return on Saturday night week. God 
bless you. M. A. 

To the Same. 

hotel Mbueicb, Paris, 
Sunday, May 8, 1869. 

Now I must tell you something of my history. 
If I allowed myself, I should fill the letter with 
talk of your joining me. I had a misgiving that 
you would not get my Quimper letter in a hurry, 
but it was only on Thursday, the day I wrote, that 
your letter reached me, and I have a particular 
dislike to writing in the dark when I know a letter 
is on its road to me. I am glad to be out of Brit- 
tany, as the dirt and the badness of the food had 
begun to make me feverish and unwell. I am re- 
joiced you were not with me there, though I am 
glad to have seen the country. Nearly all Thurs- 
day I passed with the Quimper Inspector, and on Fri- 
day morning at half-past five I started by diligence 
for Auray, in the Morbihan. My bill at the H6tel 
de I’Epde for three days and nights was 17 francs 
SO centimes. Think of that I and all my expendi- 
ture in Brittany was in the same proportion. 

Biitta«l|^,i|^ country of low lulls, landes covered 
wl^ broom, and small orchards and mead- 

o^ with idigli banks dividing them, on which banks 
^ Minister of Public Instruction. 
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grow pollard oaks. Tlie whole effect is of a densely 
enclosed, wooded country, though the extent of 
landed is very considerable. 

I left the diligence at Auray at half-past four in 
the afternoon, after a sitting of eleven hours, and 
immediately ordered a conveyance for Carnac, about 
ten miles off on the sea-shore. The great Druidical 
monument is there, and I stopped at Auray on pur- 
pose to see it. It is a very wild country — broom 
and furze, broom and furze everywhere — and a few 
patches of pine forest. The sea runs into the land 
everywhere, and beautiful church towers rise on aU 
sides of you^ for this is a land o# churches. The 
stones of Camac are very singulai;, but the chapel 
of St. Michel, on a hill between the stones and the 
village of Camac, I liked better stiU; the view 
over the stones and the strange country of Morbi- 
han (the little sea), on the spur of Camac by the 
sea, and beyond the bay and peninsula of Qui- 
beron, where the emigrants landed, and beyond 
that the Atlantic. All this at between six and 
seven on a perfectly still, cloudless evening in May, 
with the sea like glass, and the solitude all round 
entire. I got back to Auray at eight. It was to 
Auray that the emigrants after their surrender were 
taken and shot in the market-place, on which my 
inn, the Pavilion d’en Haut, looks out. My diur 
ner was soup, Camac oysters, shrimps, fricandeau 
of veal, breast of veal, asparagus, etc. ; cid^r was 
the drink. This looks well, but everjrtM^im so 
detestable that my dinner was, "" 
bread and cheese. To get to my rd|^^ ^ 
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tread a labyrintli of dirty passages, and my room 
smelt like a stable. However, I did not try the 
room long, for at balf-past one I was called, and at 
half-past two blundered in the dark through the 
passages and the courtyard to the Diligence Office, 
and took my place for Eennes. Again I got the 
coupif and again a corner ; but I am very sick of 
diligences, the distances seem so long in them. 
By this journey to Eennes I have pretty well seen 
Brittany, all except the northern line of St. Malo, 
Dinan, and Brest. We passed through Meyerbeer^s 
Ploermel, and there I got an interesting companion, 
in a chef de hataULon of the 7th Infantry, whose regi- 
ment had been in garrison at Brest, and was on its 
way to Paris for Italy. His bataillon was at Plo^r- 
mel, but he got leave to go to Eennes to see his old 
mother, who is eighty-five. He was a C.B., and 
wore the decoration^ and one of the best possible 
specimens, I imagine, of a French ojficer. BGLs regi- 
ment was in the Crimea, and nearly every man has 
the Victoria medal. The country was covered 
with men on “cong^ renouvelable ” coming in to 
join the regiment. My acquaintance’s baiaUlon was 
one thousand strong, and the entire regiment was 
four bataiUons, This shows you what a French reg- 
iment on its war footing is. He was full of the 
war, and we talked of it incessantly. He said the 
army would be as much as any one against a war 
of conquest such as the first Napoleon’s wars, and 
if Napoleon JHI. attempts such a thing, he said^ 
cm lei^ren’^IKE^ra.” But he had a great enthusiasm 
for the Italiah cause, and this is certainly gaining 
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ground in France. The reading he had with him 
was a new book on the Art of War, and his spirit and 
enthusiasm were really interesting, his appearance 
and manner very good, but I teU you I imagine he 
^as a favourable specimen. When we got to Eenn.es 
at four o^clock he was received in the arms of three 
women and a boy — aunts, cousins, etc. — in the 
costume of the country, and of the regular peasant 
class, and embraced all his relations before me with- 
out the slightest awkwardness. 

The enthusiasm of the French people for the 
army is remarkable; almost every peasant we 
passed in the diligence took off his hat to this 
officer, though you never see them salute a gentle- 
man, as such ; but they feel that the army is the 
proud point of the nation, and that it is made out 
of themselves. At Eennes I shaved, washed, saw 
the cathedral and the old Parliament House of 
Brittany, dined at an infamous table d’hdte at the 
H6tel de France, where I met a pleasant Spaniard, 
and at seven in the evening was at the station start- 
ing for Paris. I was tired and slept well, having 
just had a good deal of conversation with a French 
naval officer on his way from Eennes to Cherbourg. 
The military and naval movement here is immense, 
but I am convinced that the nation in France at pres- 
ent means fairly. What the Emperor means it is 
harder to telL But his proclamation was excellent. 

I am going to write a few lines to my mother. 
Let me have cme line here on Tuesday. I ^ill 
write to you also on that day. God ftess^you. 
Love to all at Teddington. M. A. 

VOL. I. — n 
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To his Mother, 

Paris, May 8, 1869. 

I tliouglit of Willy the other day at Camac -vsThile 
I looked over the perfectly still and bright Atlantic 
by Quiberon Bay, and saw the sails passmg m 
the distance where he would have passed had 
he lived to come home. I could not but think 
of you in Brittany, with Cranics and Trevenecs all 
about me, and the peasantry with their expressive, 
rather mournful faces, long noses, and dark eyes, 
reminding me perpetually of dear Tom and Uncle 
Trevenen, and utterly unlike the French. And I 
had the climate of England, gray skies and cool air, 
and the gray rock of the north too, and the clear 
rushing water. One is haunted by the name Flan- 
tagenet there. The moment one enters Anjou, from 
which the family came, the broom ^ begins, and 
Brittany seems all in flower with it, with furze 
mix^ I had no notion the waste stretches of 
lo/fbdes, where there is nothing but these plants, 
heath, and rock, were still so considerable. The 
enclosed country is very like England, small bright 
green pastures, separated by high banks, as in 
Devonshire and Cornwall, full of pollard oaks just 
coming into leaf. The country from a height looks 
like a mixture, of landes and oak forest. But even 
the field banks are covered with broom. I went to 
(jgimac to see the Druidieal stones, which are very 
CT||[in and imposing. The sea is close by, with 
th^ sickle-shaped peninsula of Quiberon, where 
thefjgmigrants landed and were beaten by Hoche, 
1 JPlania Genista, 
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sweeping out into it. The Breton peasant has still 
a great deal of his old religious feeling. May is 
the Mois de Marie, and the sailors, in whom Brit- 
tany abounds, pay their thanks particularly in 
iJhis month. Every evening there is service in the 
cathedrals and sermon at Quimper (where the 
cathedral is beautiful). I went in one evening. 
The service lasts from half-past seven to nine. It 
is in the nave, which is nearly full, the bishop and 
clergy in a reserved place in front near the pulpit, 
then a mixed audience of gentry, peasantry, sol- 
diers, and sailors. There is one great lamp hung in 
the middle of the nave ; no other light except that 
the image of Marie, which stands on the screen 
between the choir and the nave, looking towards 
the people, with really a beautiful expression and 
attitude, has a branchwork of lights all round it 
^during the service of this month, and below it 
a perfect conservatory of flowers, all white lilies, 
white rhododendrons, white azaleas, arums, etc. 
The preacher was a Jesuit from Paris, and I soon 
had enough of him. But the Bishop of Quimper, 
Monseigneur Sergent, to whom I paid a long visit, 
is a very remarkable person. He is celebrated for 
his tolerance, and the sagacity and knowledge with 
which he spoke about the people and their educsr 
tion struck me exceedingly. I pick up a good deal 
that is very interesting and instructive, and the 
Erench ecclesiastics, I must say, are uot the least 
interesting objects among those which I see. In 
the south I am going to see Laeordaire and Cardinal 
Miolau, the Archbishop of Toulouse ; tiie latter, the 
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Papal Nuncio said, was so bigoted a Catholic that 
he would not give a Protestant a letter to him, but 
the Superior of the Soeurs has given me one. I am 
anxious to see him, as Guizot says he is an excellent 
man, though austere. Of one thing I am convinced 
more and more — of the profoundly democratic 
spirit which exists among the lower orders, even 
among the Breton peasants. Not a spirit which 
will necessarily be turbulent or overthrow the 
present Government, but a spirit which has irrev- 
ocably broken with the past, and which makes the 
revival of an aristocratic society impossible. The 
Orleanists, etc., you see and hear plenty of in Paris, 
especially if you are English, but they go only skin 
deep into the nation. The Legitimists, not so 
much as that ; they are utterly insignificant. The 
clergy is very strong, and, on the whole, favourable 
to present regime- 

To, his Wife, 

Pakis, Jkfay 10, 1869. 

After I wrote to you on Sunday, I wrote a long 
letter to my mother. I never thanked you for send- 
ing me that most interesting letter of Fan^s. Then 
I went and had a hot bath, which took the ache of 
this diligence out of my bones. This morning I 
went early to the Oratoire, to see the head of the 
Protestant School Agency, then at eleven o’clock to 
breakfast with the Seniors ,* they had the Polish 
General who commanded the Sardinian army in the 
Novara campaign, and the talk was all about bat- 
tles. The Pole gives the Sardinian army a bad 
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name, but to look at him I should say their defeats 
must have been more owing to the General than the 
men. It appears certain that Francis Joseph keeps 
Hess at Vienna because he is jealous of him and has 
quarrelled; and Giulay is a mere General d^Anti- 
chambre. If this is so, and it looks likely, the 
Austrians will be weU beaten, and well they will 
deserve it; but it is said here that the French do 
not at present expect to do more than drive them 
back upon Verona. Verona, Mantua, etc., are too 
strong to take. Duvergier d’Hauranne, who was a 
deputy and minister under Louis Philippe, was also 
at Senior’s, and another Orleanist ex-deputy, Lan- 
juinais. 

After breakfast I came back here. Then Mon- 
sieur Magin came to bring me letters of introduc- 
tion for the south; and then came Theodore Martin, 
who brought down his wife, Helen Faucit,” and 
introduced me to her. She is an intellectuatlook- 
ing person. She gave a reading unexpectedly at a 
house where she was dining the other night, of 
which the papers say wonders. Now I must pack 
up, dine at the table d^Hidte, and set off for the Or- 
leans station. — Ever yours, M. A. 

To the Same, 

Bordeaux, Saturday Morning^ 
May 14, 1869. 

Ajfter I wrote to you the day before yesterday, I 
wrote a long letter to Lord Lansdowne, and that 
took me till six o’clock — the ta^le d’hdte time. I 
sat by a Frenchman of Martinique, who was very 
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pleasant. After dinner I strolled along the Quai 
des Chartrons, which extends down the river a long 
way. The nuisance is one cannot go on the river 
to see the town and environs from it, as steamers 
are almost wholly wanting. There are two a day) 
morning and evening, to the mouth of the river, 
but the Perry steamers which one has in such abun- 
dance at Liverpool are wholly wanting. The stream 
and tide are so powerful that little row boats are no 
use. It was a gloomy evening, blowing up with dust 
for a storm, which broke in rain just as I got into 
the reading-room, under the Great Theatre. I have 
not been to the theatre — it is too hot. Yesterday 
morning I was up at seven — a day without a cloud. 
I was out at eight, wandering about the town, look- 
ing at old streets, churches, and market people. 
After breakfast I strolled to the post, going to the 
Prefecture on the way to read the Emperor^s ad- 
dress'to the army. Very poor and empty, I think ; 
not to be compared with his Manifesto, which was 
excellent. I got your letter and the Qalignmi, came 
back and read them under the porch of the hotel. 
By this time came a light open carriage I had or- 
dered to take me to Blanquefort, and at the same 
time came the inspector, whom the authorities have 
given me — ^the head one of the Department, a Mon- 
sieur Benoit, a man of sixty or more, an old officer 
of the First Empire, who was at Vimeira and in the 
capitulation of Cintra, and afterwards made the cam- 
paigns of Germany and the final campaign of Prance. 
He was what we call a jolly old fellow. We had a 
beautiful drive through a country of villas, gardens, 
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and vines to Blanquefort, a little bonrg about seven 
miles from here. I saw four schools there, and was 
much interested. The best was the girls^ school, 
kept by the Soeurs of the Immaculate Conception, 
^iterwards we made the schoolmaster guide us to 
the ruined castle, which is in a green hollow on a 
little river at the foot of hills covered with vines 
at about a mile from Blanquefort. It is like every 
other ruined feudal castle, but the stone beautifully 
fresh, and the vegetation luxuriant. I scrambled 
to the top of the principal tower, and had a splen- 
did view over the country. Hot a soul, from M. 
Benoit to the paysanne who lives in a hut in the 
ruin, knew anything about the Black Princess con- 
nexion with the castle ; and M. Benoit told me there 
is no talk or tradition of him whatever in the coun- 
try. The lions of England are clean gone from the 
gate, if they ever existed there. The Eevolution 
has cleared out the feudal ages from the minds of 
the country people to an extent incredible with us. 
We got back here at six. After dinner another 
storm, from which I took refuge in the great read- 
ing-room, which has the Times. I read DanieUa to 
an end and went to bed. I write this before break- 
fast, then I shall pack up, and start at half-past 
eleven for Toulouse. I must teU you one or two 
good things here. One is a triple medallion picture 
of Marshal Bandon, Prince Hapoleon, and Marshal 
Vaillant, with the Prince in the middle, and the 
names underneath, so as to run Bandon (rendo^. 
Hapoleon Vaillant. Kiss my darlings for me. I 
shall write again from Toulouse to-morrow. 
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To Miss AmolA^r^ 

Amsterdam, June 12, 1859. 

We stayed at the Hague nearly all the week, 
having only left it yesterday; a small taste of 
Holland is sufficient, one place is so exactly like 
another. It is like England more than any other 
part of the Continent is — that is, it is like the 
slightly old-fashioned red-brick England of parts of 
London and the towns of the southern counties. 
Like the new characterless towns of the Midland 
counties and the north, it is not in the least. The 
people occupy separate houses, as in England, instead 
of living in flats ; this makes the houses smaller and 
more varying in size than in the continental towns 
in general. The language sounds much more like 
English than the German does, and better than the 
German — less pedantic; but it has none of the 
distinction and command which the Latin element 
so happily gives to the English language. The 
climate, is detestable. When the sun shines, the 
exhalations from the canals make an atmosphere 
which is the closest and the most unwholesome I 
ever breathed, and when the sun does not shine, the 
weather is raw, gray, and cold. The general im- 
pression Holland, curious as it is, makes on me; is 
one of mortal ennui, I know nonountry and people 
where that word seems to me to apply with such 
force. You have the feeling which oppresses you 
so in Suffolk and Horf oik, that it all leads nowhere, 
that you are not even on the way to any beautiful 
or interesting country. The Hague is a town of 
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70,000 people, with a number of streets of excellent 
houses, bordered with fine trees. I never saw a 
city where the well-to-do classes seemed to have 
given the whole place so much their own air of 
•\Sfealth, finished cleanliness, and comfort; but I 
never saw one, either, in which my heart would 
have so sunk at the thought of living. This place 
is far better, for it has great animation and move- 
ment ; and it has one of the two interesting things 
I have seen in Holland, the Palace or old HOtel de 
Ville, an immense Eenaissance building, all stone 
and marble within and without. Its size and its 
stone amidst the pettiness and brick of Holland 
produce on one the effect of a mountain, and is 
a wonderful refreshment. The other interesting 
object in Holland is the face of William the Silent, 
the founder of the House of Orange, which meets 
one everywhere, in statues or pictures. You re- 
member how great a reverence papa had for him, 
and he is one of the finest characters in history. 
His face is thoughtful and melancholy, quite a 
history in it, and is interesting in the highest 
degree. Pictures we ,have seen without end, and 
it is a great pleasure to me to find that I get 
fonder and fonder of seeing them, can pass, with- 
out* having, or wishing to have, the least of a 
connoisseur^s spirit about them, more and more 
hours in looking at them with untired interest. 

We are now just going to see a private collection 
here, then we are going to Saardam, to see the hut 
where Peter the Great lived while working as a 
ship’s carpenter — one of the best incidents in his- 
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toiy, and one of the spots I would on no account 
leave Holland without seeing. I Bjk not much taken 
with the people, but not speaking their language is 
a great disadvantage. I doubt, however, whether 
they have not a good deal fallen off from the ilm 
which made them so great in the fifteenth and sev- 
enteenth centuries. It is the Herman element in 
England which has kept her from getting stupid 
and humdrum too, as the pure Germanic nations 
tend to become for want of a little effervescing salt 
with their magnesia. To-morrow we shall go to 
Haarlem, I to see a training school. Flu to hear the 
organ, the next day to Uti'echt, the day after, 
I hope, to Paris. ... I think not a day passes 
without my thinking five or six times of you, dear 
Fan, and Fox Hbw. I never so much longed to be 
there, and certainly I get fonder of it every year, 
and how this day ^ brings it and all of you present 
to me! 

To the Same, 

Paris, Sunday^ June 19, 1859. 

We have a dull suite of rooms here in the iimer 
court, but charmingly furnished and plenty of them 
— an ante-room, a dressing-room, a sitting-room, and 
a bedroom. I care very little for the look-out at this 
time of year : one is out so much, and when indoors, 
occupied, I am delighted to be out of Holland and 
back here, where the soil is dry and one can com- 
municate with the natives. What wounds one^s 
feelings in Holland is the perpetual consciousness 

1 The axmiversary of Dr. Arnold^s death* 
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that the coiintry has no business there at all. You 
see it all below the level of the water, soppy, hid- 
eous, and artificial ; and because it exists against 
nature, nobody can exist there except at a frightful 
expense, which is very well for the natives, who 
may be thankful to live on any terms, but disagree- 
able for foreigners, who do not like to pay twice as 
much as elsewhere for being half as comfortable. 
How I thought of the abundance and prodigality of 
the truly boon ” nature of Guienne and Languedoc, 
from which I had just come 1 In Holland what is 
most disagreeable is the climate ; you live in a con- 
stant smell of ooze, at least in summer, — hot ooze 
when in the sun, cold ooze when you go T;inder 
the trees. The pleasant moment is when you get 
on the open beach, at Schevening, for instance, with 
the waves tumbling and the wind whistling; but 
even then you cannot help feeling that the sea ought, 
if it had its rights, to be over the beach and rolling 
across the country for miles inland. Last Wednes- 
day morning we left Amsterdam, and I went to 
Utrecht. At Utrecht you begin to have a snifi of 
dry, wholesome air, and the trees look as if they 
stood in real ground, and the grass as if it was not 
growing in the water. In the evening we drove out 
six miles on the prettiest side to Zeist, a Moravian 
village — one succession of country houses, gardens, 
and small parks, the best we had seen in Holland, 
but even there quel ennui I The next day by rail 
to Rotterdam, where we embarked on the Maas. 
The sweep of Rotterdam seen from the river, Wrapt 
in smoke, with its towers and spires, and brick 
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houses breakiag through, with masts of ships every- 
where, reminds one very much of London ; in fact, 
the great towns of Holland remind one constantly 
of one side of England — its commercial side; but 
never does one feel more the splendid variety of 
England, that it has so much more than its mere 
commercial side; and even its commercial side it 
has on a scale so prodigious that this has a grandi- 
osity of its own which in Holland is nowhere to be 
found. It was a dull, cold, blustering day — un- 
luckily, we have too many of them in England, — 
and when we finally landed and looked back across 
the broad Maas at the cloudy plains and trees of 
HoUand, I felt that we had got into the real world 
again, though I dislike Belgium, and think the 
Belgians, on the whole, the most contemptible peo- 
ple in Europe, We went right through Antwerp 
to Brussels, which is a desert just now; slept there, 
and on by the express on Eriday morning here, ar- 
riving about six o’clock. The fashionable world has 
left Paris, and there are fewer gay carriages than 
in the spring, but Paris, like London, has always 
immense life and movement in its streets. I did 
not tell you of two things I was very much inter- 
ested in seeing in the museum at the Hague : one^ 
the shirt and undershirt worn by our William III. 
the last two days of his life, while he kept his bed 
after his fatal fall from his horse ; the other, the 
entire dress which William the Silent wore when he 
was assassinated, with the pistol and ball which 
md the deed. 

How we are going to church. We hope on 
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Wednesday niglit to go to Strasbonig. Suppose you 
wite to me tliere at tbe H6tel de la Ville de Paris. 
We sliall be two days there. I am seeing a great 
deal, but you at Fox How are never long out of my 
&ind. I am glad you saw Blackie.^ I believe he 
is an animated, pleasant man, with a liking for all 
sorts of things that are excellent, Au reste, an 
esprit as confused and hoity toity as possible, and 
as capable of translating Homer as of making the 
Apollo Belvedere. 

My love to my dearest mamma, and to Edward, 
who is a rogue for giving me no news of himself, 
from Flu and myself both, and I am always your 
affectionate brother, Mi^A. 

To tJie Seme* 

STRABBOtraG, June 26, 1869. 

... A real summer day without a cloud in the 
sky has come at last to make travelling pleasant, 
and to light up the charming old town with its 
high roofs and great houses, the old ones of white 
plaster, and the new ones of the most beautiful pink 
stone in the world. The whole country round, the 
plain of Alsace, is to me one of the pleasantest any- 
where, so genially productive, so well cultivated, 
and so cheerful, yet with the Yosges and the Black 
Forest and the Alps to hinder its being prosaic. 
And one is getting near Switzerland, and I shall 
see the Lake of Como, I hope and trust, before 
month of June quite ends, I had promised myseif 
to see it in May with the spring flowers out in the 
I8eep. 35. 
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fields, but tbat could not be managed. And the 
news of another great ^French victory has just come, 
and every house has the tricolor waving out of its 
windows, and to-night, this beautiful night that it 
is going to be, every window will be lighted u;p, 
and the spire of the Cathedral will be illuminated, 
which is a sight. I shall go down towards the 
Ehine and Desaix’s monument to see the effect 
from there. . . . You know the people here are 
among the Yrenchest of the Yrench, in spite of 
their G-erman race and language. It strikes one 
as something unnatural to see this German town 
and German-speaking people all mad for joy at a 
victo]^ gained by the French over oth^r Germans. 
The fact speaks much for the French power of 
managing and attaching its conquests, but little for 
the German character. The Ehine provinces in 
1815, after having belonged to France for only ten 
years, objected exceedingly to being given back to 
Germany. The truth is that, though French occu- 
pation is very detestable, French administration 
since the Eevolution is, it must be said, equitable 
and enlightened, and .promotes the comfort of the 
population administered. They are getting very 
angry here with Prussia, and if Prussia goes to 
war there will be a cry in this country to compel 
the Emperor to take the limit of the Ehine whether 
he wishes it or no. That the French will beat the 
Prussians all to pieces, even far more completely 
md rapidly than they are beating the Austrians, 
there cannot be a moments doubt j and they know 
it themselves. I had a long and very interesting 
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conversation witli Lord Cowley, t^te-drUte for abont 
three-quarters of an hour the other day. He seemed 
to like hearing what I had to say, and told me a 
great deal about the French Emperor, and about 
the Court of Vienna, and their inconceivable infatu- 
ation as to their own military superiority to the 
French. He entirely shared my conviction as to 
the French always beating any number of Germans 
who come into the field against them. They will 
never be beaten by any nation but the English, for 
to every other nation they are, in efficiency and in- 
telligence, decidedly superior. I shall put together 
for a pamphlet, or for Fraser^ a sort of of 

the present*' question as the result of wha-^^^ave 
thought, read, and observed here about it. I. am 
very well, and only wish I was not so lazy; but I 
hope and believe one is less so from forty to fifty, 
if one lives, than at any other time of life. The 
loss of youth ought to operate as a spur to one to 
live more by the head, when one can live less by 
the body. Have you seen Mill^s book on Liberty ? 
It is worth reading attentively, being one of the 
few books that inculcate tolerance in an unalarm- 
ing and inoffensive way. 

To Mrs, Forster, 

Gbi^bta, Julu 9, 1869. 

Mv DEAREST K. — Tour letter reached me at 
Ohamouni, and I knew I should answer it quicker 
by waiting till I got down to this place. It 
would be very pleasant to meet William, but I 
am afraid he will be arriving on the stage as we 
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are going off it. We stay here till Thursday, the 
14th, then go to Lansanne till Monday tlie 18th, 
then to Eribonrg, and back here, I hope, by the 
20th or 21st. On the 23rd we shall be at Lyons, 
on the 25th at Chi,teanroux, or thereabouts, as T 
have a visit to pay to George Sand (Michelet has 
given me a letter to her) ; on the 27th or 28th in 
Paris. It may be regarded as certain that Friday, 
Saturday, and Sunday, 29th, 30th, and 31st, we 
shall be at Meurice’s in Paris ; the rest is not quite 
so certain, but highly probable. At Lyons we shall 
be at the Grand HOtel de Lyon, the new inn. On 
your birthday, if all is well, we certainly return to 
Enjll^, meeting the children at Dover. I do so 
wish dear mamma and Fan would come to us there 
for their sea excursion, instead of going to Grange 
or Llandudno. We could perfectly take them in, 
and Dover in August is certainly the pleasantest 
sea-place in the world. Few things I should like 
better than going along the path under the cliffs 
towards the Foreland with Fan, with all the move- 
ment of the world passing through the narrow 
channel on our right. Budge will be big enough 
this year to go with us. I hear from Miss hTicholls 
he has been very good lately at his lessons, being 
very anxious to have a letter from me, which was 
to be the reward of his continued industry; but 
what the dear old boy would like, says Miss Kich- 
oUs, would be to be all day and every day riding 
^^out the downs on a donkey. I cannot much 
'^afflict myself yet at his and Tom^s resolute indiffer- 
ence to learning. Diddy monopolises all the studi- 
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ous wisdom of Ms family, and really gets on very 
fast. I wisli you would encourage mamma and 
Fan to come to Dover to us ; I am going to write 
to her about it. Flu says she will take your chil- 
(Jiren for you next year, to let you go abroad with 
William, if you will time your absence to corre- 
spond with our stay at Dover, as she would pre- 
fer to have them at that temple of health — the 
seashore. One sentence of Mss Mcholls gives us, 
who know the child, the best news in tUfe world 
about little Tom: ^^He goes wMstling all the day 
long,” she says. You know he is too weak to sing, 
so he solaces Ms musical taste by perpetuMjwMs- 
tling while he is well, like a little bullfin^P||^or 
little darling ; but directly he is ill Ms pipe ^tips. 
How interesting are public affairs 1 I really think 
I shall finish and bring out my pampMet.^ What 
pains the English aristocracy seem to be taking to 
justify all I have said about their want of ideas ! I 
hope the Emperor does not mean to stop before the 
Austrians are out of Venice as well as Lombardy. 
If he does it will be out of apprehension at the at- 
titude of England (Prussia, I have told you, they 
do not care for a rush), but it would be a mistake 
on Ms part and on England's. Write to me within 
a post or two of getting tMs at the Hdtel Gribbon, 
Lausanne, Dearest Flu is all right again, and the 
best of travellers. She was nearly at the top of 
the Brevent yesterday, at the chalets of Plau-pratz. 
Being at Martigny we took two days^ holiday 

1 ItoZim. QaesHoTit by M&ttbew Arnold, 

1859 . 


von I, —I 
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Qhainouiii, the weather was so splendid. But I do 
not care to come to Switzerland again, unless it is 
to bring Budge and Dicky a few years hence ; mean- 
while, I believe I am elected a member of tlie Al- 
pine Club, though entirely undeserving of such an 
honour. God bless you, my dear old soul, — I am 
your always aJffeotionate M. A. 

I am getting very much to want to be back in 
England : partly the children, but partly also affec- 
tion for that foolish old country. 

To the Same. 

t f ^ Lausanne, Sunday Nighty 

July 17, 1869. 

Mt pbarbst K.— I forget now what I told you 
in my last letter, but I write in great haste, having 
just received yours^ to tell you that, finding the 
holidays begun in all liLe Swiss schools and the 
schools closed, and having seen the chief authori- 
ties and got the necessary papers, I am not going 
on to Eribouxg and IfeufchStel, but am going tch 
morrow to Geneva and Lyons* At Lyons we shall 
stay Tuesday and Wednesday, and go on Wednes- 
day night to Paris, So on Thursday morning, the 
21st, we shall be at the H5tel Meuxice, at Paris. 
If I knew where to write to William I would write 
and tell him this, as he will surely stay and meet 
us in Paris, I am terribly afraid this will reach 
j-ou too late for you to communicate with him 
except by that detestable ciigiae the telegraph* 
Our inn at Lyons will be the Grand H&tel de Lyon. 
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I shall leave Paris again on Friday, the 22nd, in 
order to see one or two more of the departments of 
the Centre. I have arranged to leave Flu there, in 
order not to expose her to the bad and dirty inns of 
the French provinces in these terrible heats, I 
shall rejoin her Simday or Monday, and about the 
end of that week we hope to be at Dover. 

I have not been in such spirits for a long time 
as those which the news of this peace ^ has thrown 
me into. Louis Napoleon^s preponderance was 
really beginning to haunt me. He had possessed 
himself of an incomparable position. Our English 
Government entirely misunderstood the situation, 
and were holding language that could only dalcfei^e 
themselves, not affect him. Everything was going 
smoothly for him, and he was going to have ob- 
tained the unwilling recognition of the Liberal 
party through Europe as the necessary man of his 
time, when suddenly he stumbles, falls flat on his 
face, and loses his chance for this time. I am sorry 
for the Italians ; but it is incomparably better for 
Europe that they should wait a little longer for their 
independence, lian that the first power in Europe, 
mor^y and materially, should be the French Em- 
pire. Morally, after this blunder it loses its advan- 
tage, however strong it may be materially. I said 
to Lord Cowley the other day that I was convinced 
Louis Hapoleon^s one great and dangerous error was 
that he exaggerated the power of the clergy, and 
bid for their support far higher than it was worth. 
I little thought how soon he would give a faa: more 
signal proof of this error of his than I ever expected. 

’ 1 Betwe^ France and Austria. 
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Tliere can be no doubt that what made him 
nervous, and resolved him suddenly to puU up, 
was the growing and threatening discontent of 
the French clergy (which is nearly all Ultra- 
montane) at the Pope’s position in these Italian 
complications. Accordingly, the French clergy are 
enchanted at the peace; but they are the only 
people really pleased with it, and their applause 
is not exactly that which a prudent man would 
wish to have. Their great organ, Louis Veuillot, 
thanks God that the war ends by one Emperor 
gimng and the other receiving Lombardy, and that 
the hateful and anarchical doctrine of a people 
having itself any voice in its own assignment 
receives no countenance. There is a creditable 
and agreeable ally for Vucmo dd Secolo! 

We are off early to-morrow morning, and I must 
pack up. I am getting on, and think I shall make 
an interesting pamphlet; but Heaven knows how 
the thing will look when all together. If it looks 
not as I mean it, I shall not publish it. — I am al- 
ways your most affectionate M. A. 

To R. Monclctcm Milnes, M,R?- 

1 Wellesley Teeeace, Dovek, 
August 3, 1869. 

My deab Mb. Milnbs — ^I have desired the pub- 
lisher to send you a copy of a pamphlet of mine on 
the Italian question, which embodies some of the 
French experiences I inflicted on you in Paris. 
You know, you entirely belong to the “Aristocratie 
^ Afterwards Lord fioughton. 
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Aiiglaise,” in the broad (and just) iPrench accept- 
ance of the term. But then you differ from them 
by having what Sainte Beuve calls an ^^intelligence 
ouverte et travers^e/^ and they in general have 
every good quality except that. I am only here for 
a few days on business, and return to Prance next 
week. ISTo one knows my address, and I see no 
newspapers. I have so much on my hands just 
now. But still I have a natural solicitude to hear 
how ^^the judicious take my r^sumi of the Italian 
question, which I cannot help thinkiug is true ; and 
if you would let me have one line to tell me whether 
you have read it, and whether you agree with it, 
you would do me a great kindness. — Believe me, 
dear Mr. Milnes, very truly yours, M. Arnold. 

To Mrs. Forster, 

Dovbe, August 18, 1869. 

My dearest K. — 1 never thanked you for your 
letter, because I meant my note to mamma to thank 
you both ; but I was very glad to have it, and to 
hear that you read the pamphlet with pleasure. 

I could talk to you a great deal about the pam- 
phlet (I want to know how William likes tJioit; he 
will find a passage at page 39, line 1, softened and 
left more open in consequence of some conversation 
we had), but I have not time to go beyond this 
sheet. You and Clough are, I believe, the two 
people I in my heart care most to please by what I 
write. Clough (for a wonder) is this time satisfied, 
even delighted, ^^with one or two insignificant ex- 
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ceptions/^ he says. I believe all you say is prob- 
ably right, and if right, most important for English 
people to consider.” Harriet Martineau in the 
Daily have not seen. Edwaid says it is 

disapproving. I have seen no English papers 
abroad, but I fancied the Daily News had been 
much the same way as the pamphlet, but Harriet 
herself is a little incalculable. I want to see the 
Morning Posty^ which has an article, because of its 
connexion with Lord Palmerston. There is a very 
clever and long answer^ to the pamphlet in to-day’s 
Saturday JRefoiew, by Eitzjames Stephen, the man 
who ill-treated papa in reviewing ^^Tom Brown.” 
He is exceedingly civil this time, and no one can 
comply of his tone. Like you, he does not seem 
convinced by the nationaliUes section. As it first 
stood it was longer, exhausting the cases more. I 
had pointed out that isolated spots like Malta and 
Gibraltar could be, and in fact nearly were, denation- 
alised and Anglicised. As to the Ionian Islands, I 
said what I believe to be true, that if Greece ever , 
becomes a really great nation it will be impossible 
for us to keep them, being the size they are, on the 
Greek frontier as they are, and the Greek race being 
what it is. All this I left out because I thought this 
about Corfu might give offence, and I wished to be 
as much swallowed as possible. But the worst of 
the Ei^lish is that <m foreign politics they search 
so very much more for what they like and wish to 
be true than for what is lafue. In Paris there is cer- 

^ Of August 8, 186a 2 0 f August 4, 1869. 

* Mr. Matthew Arnold on, thp Italian Question/’ Sccturday 
August IS, 1869. 
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tainly a larger body of people than in London who 
treat foreign polities as a science, as a matter to 
Icnow upon before feeling upon. 

I must stop, but write to me at the H6tel Meurice 
fca Paris. I go tbere to-morrow nigbt. I send you 
Gladstone's note, and also one from the Judge, ^ the 
latter to show you his^m, sound toiLck, both physi- 
cally and intellectually, at the age of very nearly 
sevenly-five. Tell William I should be very glad 
if he could find out how either Bright or Cobden 
liked my pamphlet. I sent it to both of them, but 
do not feel at all to know what view they would be 
likely to take of it. They are both well worth con- 
vincing. Send Gladstone's note on to Fox How, 
and with love to William and kisses to the dear 
children, believe me, my dearest K., your ever 
affectionate M. A. 

To Ms Mother. 

Paeis, August 16, 186d. 

Mv DEAREST MOTHER — I saw iu the Times the 
death of Uncle Penrose. I have often thought of 
him since I read your account of your last meeting 
with him; it was very affecting. Though not a 
successful man — at least, not successful in propor- 
tion to his powers, and I suppose not successful in 
proportion to his wishes, — he never seemed an 
unhappy man, and for that, whether it was selt- 
command or real content, I always admired him. 
But I believe he was, on the whole, a happy man, 
and if he was that, what does his more or less of 
success matter now ? 

1 His father-in-law. 
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TMs is my last appearance abroad as Monsieur 
le Professeur Docteur Arnold, Directeur-G^n&al de 
toutes les Nicoles de la Grande Bretagne,” as my 
Prench. friends will have it that I am. I go down 
to Berri on Sunday to see George Sand, I saw 
Prosper M^rimde this morning, a well-known author 
nefe, and member of the Preneh Academy. He 
^^^^E^vate Secretary to the Empress, and a great 
^vourite at Court. He asked me for a copy of my 
pamphlet to send to M. Eould, the Minister who is 
gone with the Emperor to Tarbes, that he might 
read it himself, and give it to the Emperor to read, 
if he thought fit. M^rim^e said, as many of the 
intimate Imperialists say, that the one thing which 
induced the Emperor to make peace was the sight 
of the field of Solferino after the battle. That he 
was shocked greatly, and that he is a humane and 
kipd-hearted man there is no doubt, but that he 
m^e the peace of Villafranca solely because he 
was shodcedrit is absurd to say. If true, it would 
show that he is a much weaker man than either his 
friends or his enemies at present suppose. 

To Ms Wife, 

Paeis, Augmt 19 , 1869 . 

I sent you the €failignanip as probably you have 
not seen the Olobe^ and you may imagine the sensar 
tion the extract with my name produced among my 
acquaintances at this hotel;^ whe;re every one speUs 
the Gkxli^am through from beg^mning tp eni I 
want you to give Ifr, Hutton copy of the pam- 
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pHet, and ask him to present it with my compli- 
ments to Mr. Seymour Eitzgerald, who voted for 
me at Oxford. He is all the other way, but that is 
no reason he should not read what may do him 
good. You see how well this man^ is going on — 
first his amnesty, and then his removal of the 
newspaper pains and penalties. I am going to-^ 
morrow to pass an hour with the Circourts; he 
writes me word that they are delighted with the 
pamphlet. The first day they got it, he and his 
wife read it aloud together, and then he translated 
it, extempore, from beginning to end, for the benefit 
of a friend staying with them, “who knows not 
your tongue.” Lord Cowley is at Chantilly, so I 
have no means of knowing how he likes it. 

I dine to-night with Sainte Beuve, who is gazetted 
to-day Commander of the Legion of Honour. I 
have almost made up my mind not to go into Beiri. 
I think I shall gain more by getting another day’s 
work with Magin here. I like him more and more, 
and shall make, I think, with his help, a very inter- 
esting report You may rely on my leaving Paris, 
Wednesday night, unless there is a wonderfully 
good tidal train on Thursday, which I don’t think. 
If I am in Paris on Sunday I shall go to St, Ger- 
main, which I have never seen. The English seem 
coming at last, as they are to be seen everywhere. 
I am nearly the whole day with Magin, and never 
dine at the table — ^Ever yours. 

I had a very pleasant letter from, Wnn Porster 
about my pamphlet, and about bis asc^t of Mont 

1 Napoleon in. 
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To the Same. 

Paeis, August 21, 1869. 

I shall not leave Paris till Thursday evening, 
because I find the annual Public Stance of Ihe 
Acad^mie PranQaise is fixed for Thursday, and as 
■fGruizot is to speak, though I really would rather get 
home now, I should afterwards be sorry if I had 
missed it. The meeting is at two in the afternoon, 
and I shall start by the mail train at 7.30. Every- 
body said I mmt stop, but I think it was Sainte 
Beuve who finally persuaded me.-^^ ^illemain speaks 
first, and then Guizot speaks and crowns the Lau- 
reate for the year, a young lady ; and all the Insti- 
tut will be there. M. de Circourt is coming into 
Paris to be present. 

ISTow I will go back a little. After writing to you 
<k Eriday, I strolled out a little, came back and 
dressed, and drove to Sainte Beuve^s, which is an 
immense way off, close to the Brittany railway. 
He had determined to take me to dinft chez le Ben 
stauro/nt du QuaHier, the only good one, he says, and 
we dined in the cabinet where G. Sand, when she is 
in Paris, comes and dines every day. Sainte Beuve 
gave me an excellent dinner, and was in full Vein 
of conversation, which, as his conversation is about 
the best to be heard in Prance, was charming. 
After dinner he took me back to his own house, 
where we had tea; and he showed me a number of 
letters he had had from G- Siad and All de Musset 
at the time of their love affair, and then again at 
the time of their ruptitre. Tou may imagine how 
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interesting this was after Elle et Lui, I will tell 
you about them when we meet. Sainte Beuve says 
I must read Lui et Elle, to finish the history, and 
then to complete it all, a few pages in the Memoirs 
Of Mogador about Musset. As for G. Sand and him, 
Sainte Beuve says, “ Tout le mol qu’ils ont dit Tun 
de Pautre est vrai.^^ But De Musset^s letters were, 
I must say, those of a gentleman of the very first 
water. Sainte Beuve rather advised me to go and 
see Gteorge San(^ but I am still disinclined “ to take 
so long a journ^ to see such a fat old Muse/' as 
M. de Circour^S^ys in his funny English. All 
Sainte Beuve told me of her present proceedings 
made me less care about seeing her; however, if 
Bern was nearer, the weatiier less hot, and Erench 
travelling less of a bore, I should go — as it is I 
shall not. After all, by staying I shall get another 
visit to Cousin, which is some compensation.' I 
stayed with Sainte Beuve till midnight, and would 
not have missed my evening for all the world. I 
think he likes me, and likes my caring so much 
about his criticisms and appreciating his extraordi- 
nary delicacy of tact and judgment in literature. 
I walked home, and had a wakeful night. Yester- 
day I worked with Magin in the morning, and Hien 
went to see Villemain. He gave me a ticket fOr 
Thursday (they are very hard to have), and I hope 
to get two more through the Minister of PuUic 
Instruction, so as to be able to take two of your 
party. Villemain brought out Merope^ which he 
likes, naturally, more than the English fid. He was 
extremely gracious^ and presented me to adn olfi gran- 



124 


TO HIS WIFE. 


dee wlio came in as w Anglais qui nous juge par- 
faitement He expresses great interest about my 
pampidet, and said be should certainly speak of it 
in^tbe periodical press, wbicb is excellent, as he 
can do what he likes in the Dubois and the Revne 
des Deux Mondes, I left him to go to the St Germain 
^^.railway, and partly by rail, partly by omnibus, and 
partly by walking, got to Les Bruyferes soon after 
four. Mme. de Oircourt looked dreadfully ill, and 
I thought would have feinted with the effort of 
coming into the drawing-room and crawling to the 
sofa ; however, her salts revived her, and without 
the least allusion to her health, she began to talk 
about my pamphlet. I think they both heartily 
like it, and they say that I have apprecii-d les choses 
avec une justesse extraordinaire. They have already 
sent off their own copy to kL de Cavour, so you 
were wrong. They want others to distribute. Bor 
once M. de Circourt talked French, and we three 
and a very pleasant Comte de Beauwysse, who was 
staying with them, a Frenchman of the old school, 
who knows nothing but French and a little Latin, 
had a very pleasant hour. I had refused to dine 
when he wrote to me here to ask me, thinking I 
should put them out, but was sorry afterwards, as 
I found they had a party, and amongst the party 
Mile. Von Amim, tiie daughter of Bettina, Goethe’s 
friend, who is said to be as charming as her mother. 
I got a glimpse of her on a balcony as I came away, 
and thought her very handsome and striking-look- 
ing. She was to sit down to dinner with four gen- 
tlemen she had refused, two French and two German. 
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Les Bruy^res is a very pretty place of sereral acres, 
on a beautiful range of beatby forest bill command- 
ing tbe valley of tbe Seine, with views of Marly, 
St. Germain, etc. God bless you. Tell tbe boys 
bow I love them, and love to bear of them being 
sucb good, dear boys while I am away. — Ever yours. 

To Miss Arnold. 

London, August 29, 1869. 

I am rbeumafic and full of pains, coming back 
after five months of dry air into this variable one, 
but I have not more to complain of than a day on 
tbe bills will set right. I have often thought, since 
I published this on tbe Italian question, about dear 
papa’s pamphlets. Whatever talent I have in this 
direction I certainly inherit from him, for his pam- 
phleteering talent was one of his very strongest 
and most pronounced literary sides, if he had been 
in the way of developing it. It is the one literary 
side on which I feel myself in close contact with 
him, and that is a great pleasure. Even the pos- 
itive style of statement I inherit. 

To the Same. 

Thb ATHBN.ffitr3i, November 21, 1869. 

My drill ^ spoiled my project of writing on Sat- 
urday. On Saturday it is from four to six, just 
the letter-writing time, as the post goes out from 
this club at six. To-night the. drill is from' seven 
to nine — a better time in some xespects^.but it 
1 He served in the Queen’s Westmin^ber 
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depriyes one of one’s dinner. IFor this, however, 
I am not wholly sorry, as, in the first place, one 
eats and drinks so perpetually in London, that I 
am rather glad on two evenings in the week to be 
relieved from a regular dinner i in the second places 
it gives me an opportunity of having supper at 
home on these two evenings, and keeping one’s own 
cook’s hand in. I like the drilling very much; it 
braces one’s muscles, and does one a world of good. 
You saw General Hay’s speech to us the other day. 
The other corps which was joined with us, the 
London Scottish, is larger and more advanced than 
we are, but we shall do very well, as we have a 
splendid neighbourhood to choose foom. Yar from 
being a measure dangerous by its arming the people 
— a danger to which some persons are very sensi- 
tive — it seems to me that the establishment of 
these Rifle Corps will more than ever throw the 
power into the hands of the upper and middle 
classes, as it is of these that they are mainly com- 
posed, a,nd these classes will thus have over the 
lower classes the superiority, not only of wealth 
and intelhgence, which they have now, but of 
physical force, I hope and think that the higher 
classes in this country have now so developed their 
consciences that this will do them no harm ; still, 
it is a consequence of the present armiag movement 
which deserves attention, and which is, no doubt, 
obscurely present to the minds of the writers of the 
cheap Radical newspapers who abuse the movement. 
The bad feature in the proceeding is the hideous 
English toadyism with which lords and great people 
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are invested with the commands in the corps they 
join, quite without respect of any considerations of 
their efilciency. This proceeds from our national 
bane — the immense vulgar-mindedness, and, so far, 
real inferiority of the English middle classes. 

To the Same^ 

Lonbok, December 19, 1869. 

Last week slipped away without my writing, for 
my hours at the Training School, on which I 
counted, were so broken by people coming in to 
speak to me or ask me questions that I had time 
for nothing. Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and 
Friday I had to be at the Westminster Training 
School at ten o’clock 5 be there till half-past one, 
and begin again at three, going on till half-past 
six : this, with eighty candidates to look after, and 
gas burning most of the day, either to give light or 
to help warm the room. In the middle of the day 
I had to dine with Scott, the Principal of the Train- 
ing School, so I went out in the morning before I 
had seen little Lucy, and did not get homq at night 
till she had gone to bed. On Saturday I finished 
at the Training School at half-past two, but then 
I had my drill, which I find in my absence at York 
I have much forgotten. To-morrow I begin again 
at the Training School, and continue till Friday^ 
when I hope to be finally free, and to be abl^^^ 
work at my French Report till the end of Jann^, 
when I hope to send it in. I shall avoid going .back 
to Paris if possible, though it is rather temfj^pg in 
some ways when one heats of wiat^ sQuieliy having 
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begun there, and everybody being alive and gay*. 
My great inducement in going back would be to 
see and talk ^to Cousin, who has himself had a 
Report to make much like that on which I am 
engaged. I should also, now that I know and have 
read so much about popular education in [France, 
much like to see Guizot agairit, and to ask him some 
questions. However, I don't much think I shall 
go. The most important and difficult part of my 
Report is pretty well formed in my head now, and 
going back to Paris might give me a new start in 
some direction or other which would unsettle me, 
and give me all to do again. 

To Mrs. Forster. 

^ December 24, 1869. 

My DEiARBST K. — I must write a line home on 
my bij;t&day, and I have long wanted to write to 
you, who luckily find yourself at Fox How at this 
moment ; so at the same time that I fulfil a long- 
entertained wish, Lean send my love to all at Fox 
How^4||^ thanks to my dearest mother, Fan, Wal- 
ter,^ and Rowland* for their affectionate good wishes. 
Thank you, too, for your dear letter, my darling K. 
If I do not often communicate with you, it is not 
that I do not often think of you. There is no one 
about whom I so often think in connexion with my 
lectures, which have now entirely taken shape in 
my head, and which I hope to publish at the end 
of 1860, giving ‘five between this and then. I 
thought the other day that I would tell you of a 
1 His yotmgeat ]broth«r, WsUter Amold, B.N. « His old nurse* 
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E^enoliiaaii whom I saw in Paris, Ernest Eenan, 
between whose line of endeavour and my own I im- 
agine there is considerable resemblance, that you 
might have a look at some of his books if you 
liked. The difference is, perhaps, that he tends to 
inculcate moraUty^ in a high sense of the word, upon 
the French nation as "what they most want, while I 
tend to inculcate mtdliyeme, also in a high sense of 
the word, upon the English nation as what they 
most want ; but with respect both to morality and 
intelligence, I think we are singularly at one in our 
ideas, and also with respect both to the progress 
and the established religion of the present day. 
The best book of his for you to read, in all ways, is 
his Essais de Morcde et de CriUqtte, lately published. 
I have read few things for a long time with more* 
pleasure than a long essay with which the book 
concludes — ^‘Sur la po^sie des races celtiques.” 
I have long felt that we owed far more, spiritually 
and artistically, to the Celtic races than the some- 
what coarse C-ermanic intelligence readily per- 
ceived, and been increasingly satisfied afc^ur own 
semi-Celtic origin, which, as I fancy, gives us the 
power, if we will use it, of comprehending the 
nature of both races. Eenan pushes the glorifica- 
tion of the Celts too far; but there is a great deal 
of truth in what he says, and being on the same 
ground in my next lecture, in which I have to ex- 
amine the origin of what is called the romantie 
sentiment about women, which the Germans quite 
falsely are fond of giviug themselves the credit of 
originating, I read him with the more interest. 

VOL. I. — K 
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How I envy you Eydal Lake ! But the Serpen^ 
tine is better .Jhan might be supposed, and very 
beautiful. Thgef frost has been so hard that in spite 
of this thaw '{thermometer at 46®) the ice still 
bears, and Dicl^ and I on our pilgrimage to the 
City this morning were on it in St. James’s Park. 
— Tour ever affectionate M. A. 

To Mb Mother- 

2 Chester Square, December 31, 1869. 

Mt dearest Mother — I have not much time, 
but must not fail to wish you many, many happy 
ITew Years. I keep planning and planning to pass 
Christmas and the New Year again at Pox How, 
where I have passed them so often and so happily, 
now, alas I so long ago, but I do not see when it will 
be practicable. To make up, I think of you all 
more and oftener at this time of year than at any 
other. Poor little Tom has been having, and has, 
one of his attacks, cough and fever, and yesterday 
was very ill indeed; but he struggles on in the won- 
derful ;^ay that you know, and in every hour that 
he gets" a little ease seems to recover his strength, 
which two' or three hours of continuous cough try 
terribly. I hear his little voice now in the next 
room talking to his mamma about “Brown, Jones, 
and Eobinson.^’ It is one of his good hours, 
but this afternoon he has been very unwell. The 
others are very well indeed, and Lucy ^ making a 
great start in liveliness. Budge and Hick went 
with us in the carria^ this afternoon to make a 
1 His elder dauj^ter, Lucy CtarlotW. 
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call in the Eegent^s Park, and as the people were 
out, we took them on to the Zoological Gardens for 
an hour. It was Dick^s first yisit, dhd he shouted 
and danced for pleasure at the animals, above all 
al the lion, who was in high excitement, and growl- 
ing magnificently. I am very fond of the Gardens 
myself, and there aa^^^any new things this year. 
I must stop and go on looking over papers. Did 
you see a long article in the Times on Clough’s 
PMa/rch 9 It pleased me so much. Clough has 
just had the scarlatina, and is at Hastings to get 
well. Were you not agitated to hear of Macaulay’s 
death? ^ It has made a great sensation. But the 
Times^ leading article on him is a splendid exhibi- 
tion of what may be called the inteUedml wlgarity 
of that newspaper. I had no notion Macaulay was 
so young a man. It is said he has left no more 
history ready, which is a national loss. 

To Miss Arnold, 

January 20, 1860. 

My last week’s note was a shabby one, bfcrt I am 
very busy now with my Eeport ; that is because I 
was not busy with it when I ought to have been, 
you will say ; but I was really not ready to write 
when I was at Pox How, and should even be glad 
to let the thing lie in my head a month or two 
more before I write it. I have not even yet com- 
posed more than a sentence or two here and there 
of the Eeport as it will actually appear, though I 
have covered a good many sheets with notes and 

1 December 28, 1869. 
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extracts. I haye passed the last week at the British 
Museum, and to-day I receive from France a num- 
ber of documents which I ought to have received 
months ago, and which would have saved me a 
world of trouble by coming sooner. Flu goes wiSi 
me to the Museum to-morrow to make extracts for 
me, and on Monday I hope to begin writing fast and 
fluent. I have had to look a good deal into the his- 
tory of the present French organisation in Church 
and State, which dates from Hie first Consulate of the 
great ISTapoleon, and have come out of my researches 
with, if possible, a higher opinion of that astonish- 
ing man than ever. The way in which he held the 
balance between old and new France in reorganis- 
ing things I had till now had no idea of, nor of the 
difficulties which beset him, both from the Eevolu- 
tion party and the party of the ancient regime. I 
am glad to have been led to use the Museum, which 
I had actually not seen since the great improve- 
ments in 1867. Tou must on no account leave 
London without seeing it. Not a day passes but I 
think with pleasure of the 31st. I had written 
what precedes with difficulty, being besieged by 
Dicky^s questions about a number of things, he 
being in his black velvet and red and white tartan, 
and looking such a duck that it was hard to take 
one’s eyes off him. I write now from the British 
Museum. I have not brought Flu as I meant, 
because it is a pouring wet day. Was ever any- 
thing like this incessant rain and mild weather? 
It loosens all my joints and makes my back ache. 
I am going the Home Circuit with the Judge. I 
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shall be anxious to see William's article; he is 
lucky in his subject, for there is considerable inter- 
est just now in England about John Brown,^ and 
very little information. What did it all mean ? " 
is a question a great many people will like to have 
clearly and well answered for them. I see Bright 
goes on envying the Americans, btit I cannot but 
think that the state of things with respect to their 
national character, which, after all, is the base 
of the only real grandeur or prosperity, becomes 
graver and graver. It seems as if few stocks could 
be trusted to grow up properly without having a 
priesthood and an aristocracy to act as their school- 
masters at some time or other of their national 
existence. 

To the Same, 

VlBL SaLM, 

Sunday^ September 9, 1860. 

We left Dover on Monday morning, had a beau- 
tiful passage, none of the children ill, reached 
Calais before eleven, gave the boys their dinner 
and Lucy her sleep, and at two started for G-hent, 
which we reached at 7.30 in the evening. We got 
very good rooms at the Hbtel de la Porte, and at 
8.30 the children were to be seen as gay as larks 
sittiilg round the table with Mrs. Tuffin ^ and Char- 
lotte, discussing their tea and mutton cutlets, little 
Lucy among Ihe iiest. Flu and I dined in the 
coffee-room by oui^selves. Hext morning we were 
off at half-past eight. We were at Spa between 

1 John Bxcwn of Harper’s Ferry, the abolitionist hero, exe- 
cuted December 2, 1859. 2 -The nurse. 
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one and two, and got rooms for the one night at 
the H8tel de Mandre. Spa I had never seen 
before. It stands prettily in a basin surrounded 
by wooded hills of about the Matlock size, but it 
hardly deserves its reputation, I think, and as^a 
town it astonished us both by its insignificance. 
Hu and I dined at the table d}Mte at four o’clock, 
and after that walked about a little with the boys ; 
then I went and looked on for a little at the gam- 
bling, came back and made an agreement with a 
carriage-master to bring us here next day, and got 
early to bed. N'ext morning we awoke upon a 
world of mist, but as we got up it gradually cleared, 
and when we started a little before ten the sun was 
shining brilliantly. Our carriage was a sort of 
omnibus, which held, us and our luggage excel- 
lently. Lucy is rather a terrible inmate inside, 
but she went to sleep at eleven, and slept in her 
mamma’s lap till after one, which was a wonderful 

S 'eee of good fortune. The three boys are capital 
avellers. It is only about 25 miles from Spa to 
this place, but such are the hills that we took five 
or sisi hours to accomplish the journey, and did not 
arrive here till nearly four 'o’clock. It had clouded 
over when we arrived. The hotel, of which a pre- 
possessing picture had been sent us, looked but a 
poor affair when actually seen. The beds were 
damp, and the first evening xas spent in some 
depression and apprehension. But the journey had 
been so expensive that the chance of remaining 
still for a little while was not to be lightly aban- 
doned, and one knows beforehand that one will 
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sliake down in.to almost any place. ITow tliat the 
sheets are aired and the rooms arranged, we begin 
to feel quite settled. The landlord is a man Tvho 
seems honesty itself. It is a thoronghly country 
place, splendidly healthy, and we live yery cheap. 
Flu. and I pay for board and lodging 4 francs a day 
each, the two nurses pay 3 francs ^ day each, the 
children 1 franc a day each. For ^this we have a 
large salon, three double-bedded rooms and a single- 
bedded room, and three meals a day — breakfast, a 
luncheon at half-past twelve, and a dinner at half- 
past five. We dine at this early hour because it 
enables us to have the three boys to dine with us, 
and you may imagine how th^y like that. It is, 
properly speaking, an inn for sportsmen, as this is 
a great game country. It is a district of great 
abundance and few travellers; this accounts for 
everything being so cheap. The character of the 
inn accounts for the cookery being so good as it is. 
We had to-day , for dinner, soup, trout, roast mut- 
ton and potatoes, stewed beef and carrots, roast 
chicken and peas, plum pudding, G-ruyfere cheese, 
and peaches, cherries, walnuts, and sweet biscuits- 
The pension includes fire in the salon (for this 
whole country is high and cold) and lights in the 
salon, for fires in the bedrooms and bougies in the 
bedrooms we pay extra. But the only real extra ip 
wine ; however, e'^pything included, I reckon that 
board and lodging will cost us less per week here 
together than board alone costs us in London. 
About the country I will tell you in a, second letter. 
It is very pleasant ; the weather, however, is still 
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unsettled. I hoped for shootii^^^, and brought my 
gun, but omng to the backward state of the crops, 
the authorities have put off the opening of the 
shooting season till the 20th of this month, so 
I shall probably miss the shooting altogeth^. 
Meanwhile, the rivers are the most beautiful in the 
world, and I litve had splendid fishing both yester- 
day and to-day. The natives fish with nets, but 
nobody fishes with rod and line, and with nets in 
these rough rivers there are many places you can- 
not fish. Besides, the natives are so indolent that 
they never go far from home, so the rivers abound 
in trout, if you go a little distance from the vil- 
lages. The astonishment of the people at the fish- 
ing I make with the fly is comic. I can get almost 
any number I want, and two or three of them are 
sure to be of a pound weight. It is the best free 
inland trout-fishing (neither preserved nor, from 
neighbourhood to the sea, enriched by sea trout) 
:|Moh I have ever known. The children are per- 
SS}ly well and happy, and the freedom of this 
place is delightful to them. Flu treats me as her 
great schoolboy, to whom she is giving his holiday. 
The place cannot have many resources for her, but 
she takes kindly to it, out of tenderness to me. We 
shall stay here, I think, another week, so write to 
me here again. 

To the Sa77t0b 

ViBL SaLM, 

Thursday, September 13, 1860. 

MydeaeestFan— I have not heard from any 
of you, but I feel disposed to write to you, perhaps 
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because 1 -think th4$ place would suit you so well. 
We are h^re ^‘in Arden,” but it is astonishing how 
like it is in all things to England, except in the 
speaking French 5 and the singular tranquillity and 
Ubauty of the country, the h(mh<mi^ of the people, 
and the entire independence of the mode of life 
you would greatly enjoy. I hardjf- taow how to 
give you an idea of the country: the hills are like 
either the long hill over Kendal which you see 
from Helm Lodge (Kendal Moor, do they call it?) 
or the hills at the foot of Windermere, that is, they 
are like these for form, height, and wood, but there 
tibe likeness ends, for in England there is nothing 
exactly like this country. In the first place, we are 
in latitude 60® 15'; and though the whole country 
is high, yet the corn, which in Westmorland strug- 
gles painfully for life in the valleys, here flourishes 
high up among all the hills. In the next place, 
there is here the vastness which in England is 
wanting. As far as the eye can reach, when y^ 
get high up, there is range beyond range of rounded 
slopes, either clothed in forest or purple with 
heather, here and there a smoke among the woods 
where they are clearing, that is, they have cut 
down the trees over a space of ground and are 
burning the turf to get the soil for receiving corn. 
The brooks and rivers axe everywhere, and are just 
like ours, as brig^ and rapid, only the rivers are 
fuller and deeper. We are only a few miles from 
Germany, and from any hill can look into it. From 
here to 1 h.e Rhine it is a country much like this, 
only wilder and lovelier, much of it (the Eifel) vol- 
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canic; the iiihabitants a dirty, savage, backward 
race, bigoted Koman Catholics. It would shock a 
Teutomaiiiac to see the contempt with which this 
Walloon or mixed Roman population regards them : 
Ge sont des hutora (clowns), they say, and speak 6f 
their dirt and barbarism with unfeigned horror. 
The people hene are generally well off. There is 
no real poverty, and every one possesses some land. 
This is all since the abolition of feudalism at the 
first ^French revolution. Before this all the district 
was a feudal principality under the Counts of Salm, 
Germans, whose, castle is still to be seen in ruins at 
the hamlet of Salm Chateau, about one and a half 
miles from this place. The Counts of Salm have 
disappeared, and a Mr. Davidson, a Scotchman, has 
bought the ruins of this chateau, with but little 
land round it, however, great properties being al- 
most unknown just hereabouts. All up the beau- 
tiful hill above this place there is first a patch of 
meadow, then of oats, then of some other crop, no 
flnces to mark the boundary between them, but all 
belonging to different proprietors. The people have 
been Roman Catholics from the earliest times, and 
seem devoted to their religion, though they have 
the enjou4 character which belongs to the Belgians. 
On Sunday the church is full, both morning and 
afternoon, peasant women on one side, and peasant 
men on the other; and constan^ on the hills and 
hy the waterside you meet crosses and religious 
memorials, consecrating any spot where U eat arrive 
un malheur^ a man killed by a cart upsetting, or a 
child drowned. We like ^e people at this inn 
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extremely, bnt they are from a distance, from 
Lifege. All the promise of cheapness has been 
kept. I paid yesterday one bill for the first week. 
Tor the board and lodging of the whole party it 
wine, fire, and light included, 174 francs 20 
centimes, under £7, that is including wine. Our 
board and lodging at Doyer the first #eek cost £16 \ 
And our living here is incomparably better, to my 
taste, than at any English inn. I think I sent 
mamma our bill of fare for one dinner, and it is 
the same thing every day. I have made splen- 
did fishing here, but the day before yesterday the 
weather changed, and it is now much too bright 
for fishing; so to-day I have been over a wide 
range of country with M. Henrard, our landlord, to 
look for snipes. I cannot say we saw many. One 
snipe and one hare (both of which M. Henrard 
missed) was all the game which showed itself; but 
our walk carried us over a high range of hill, from 
which the views were splendid. Everywhere there 
is fern and heather, and the ground on the hillside 
is smothered in whortle-berry plants, now covered 
with berries. Almost all the Westmorland flowers 
are here; the buck bean is still in flower by the 
riverside, and I notice the Lancashire asphodel- 
I think we shall certainly stay on for a week or ten 
days more, so pray write to us here. The children 
are as happy as the day is long. The air is so 
good as to be intoxicating, and to-day, what with a 
bright sun and the wind in the south, even Elu is 
beginning to find it warm enough. That dear soul 
is fairly well We have both longings for the 
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Rhine, hut with our large party we really cannot 
afford much money. 

To the Sane. 

Ymia Salm, Septmhe/i' 21, I860.* 
We are now very full, as the shooting season be- 
gan yesterday, and several people from Brussels 
and Li^ge have come here for it. I was out yester- 
day from eleven to six, but the weather is detestable, 
and the com being still uncut, we had wretched 
sport. But I had a pleasant day, having for my 
companion an a/vocat of Brussels, a very agreeable 
man, and seeing this singular country in its details. 
It was very rainy and misty in the morning, but 
cleared in the afternoon, and the extraordinary 
beauty of the hill-villages, surrounded with the most 
beautiful green meadows, in the midst of a wilder- 
ness of heather and forest, was to be seen in full 
perfection. Besides crosses, almost every parish 
has in some isolated part of it, among the woods and 
hills, a chapel called Chapelle du Calvaire,” and 
to come upon these in one^s rambles is very striking. 
The whole nomenclature of the coimtry bears wit- 
ness to its religion, the places named from crosses 
are as numerous as the ^^hams ’’ and’ ^'wichs^^ in 
England. There is about here the Croix de PAlle- 
mand, the Croix Guillaume, the Croix Henri Ber- 
nart, the Croix deuDevant les Surges, the Croix de 
Champs des Heids. the same wi^ the streams. 
There is the Ruisseau de S. Martin, the Ruisseau de S. 
Ruth, the Ruisseau de Bond du Paradis, and I know 
not how many more with like names. IBut the true 
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natural feature of the country is its beautiful foun- 
tains or springs, and names given from these are 
everywhere. There is the beautiful village of Arbre 
Fontaine, and there is Noire Fontaine, and Blanche 
Fbntaine, and Grande Fontaine, and Mauvaise 
Pierre Fontaine, and nothing can well be more living 
and beautiful than the springs from which these 
names come. . . . We shall stay on till Wednesday 
and complete our three weeks, the cheapest three 
weeks I ever spent On Tuesday the great cftar-d- 
danc which brought us from Spa will come to fetch 
us, and on Wednesday morning about ten we hope to 
make our start. I have no sp^ ^to write about 
Italy, but how interesting the daily reports ar^l 
Aubrey de Vere might as well ask Pagan Borne what 
it thought of the Papacy as Furness Abbey what 
it thought of Garibaldi, for Paganism is hardly more 
gone by and extinct than Papism. The Times, I see, 
blunders intrepidly on as usual. A summary of its 
chief Italian articles is given in the Belgian paper 
which we see daUy. 

To ike Same. 

2 Chbstbk Squ^jubs, October 9, 1860. 

My dbabbst Fatt— This is actually the first 
letter I have written since 1 returned to England, 
though I returned this day Week. I have not yet 
had the courage to open one of the pile of letters 
waiting for me at the Council OfiS.ce, but now I must 
face the situation, and will begin with a pteasaut 
task — that of writing to you for your birthday to- 
morrow. Many, many happy returns of it, my 
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deajcest Fan, and with, fewer cares tlian yon have 
had in the last two or thre^ years. It is a grievous 
thing not to spend the day in your company, as I 
have spent I know not how many birthdays of yours, 
but I shall try and arrange some expedition in hon- 
our of the day. But when I write the word Expedi- 
tion I thi-nlr of youT mountains in this October sun 
and air, and sigh. Even London is looking cheerful. 

I am immensely in arrear with news. I had 
bought a stamp to put on a letter to mamma which 
I was to have written from Brussels, but the letter 
was never- written, and the stamp remains in my 
possession. I seem to myself never to have had a 
^uiet hour for the last fortnight. I have not brought 
down our history later than the Viel Salm. It will 
be a fortnight to-morrow we left it, on a wet 
morning, one of the many we had there. The cheap- 
ness of li^g and the obligingness of the inn people 
remained the same to the last, but our last Sunday 
was the fite of Viel Salm, and that day*, Monday, 
and Tuesday there was a ball at our inn, and a 
general relaxation and rejoicing, which made our 
quarter a little too unsettled and noisy. Still, 
we were sorry when iie great omnibus which had 
brought us came again from Spa to f^h us, and 
we started in the raid dowu the gorge of that beau- 
tiful Salm which we had CKune up three weeks before. 
The return journ^^ was the’ best of the two, for 
we had Inken the dlnldren^s dinner with us, and an 
immense basket of J>eaohes and nectarines, v^hioh 
was a parting present from the Henrards, and*the 
operation of dining made the jonmey pass quicker 
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for the children. It cleared when we got half way, 
but it was still raw and cold and cloudy when we 
reached Spa at four in the afternoon. We drove 
straight to the station, and reached Lifege after a 
(Change at Pepinser, just as it got dark. The H5tel 
de TEurope at Lifege is kept by the father and mother 
of M. Henrard, and he had written for rooms for us, 
so we found splendid rooms and everything ready. 
Here we had our only alarm aboul little Tom, for 
he had complainfed of fatigue and ^eat pain in his 
. side from §j)a to Lifege, and looked dreadfully ill. 

. ImoMly w^had J^m always warm, und.got him 
to tim inn at Lifege well wTapt;up-a^^.7nthout catch- 
ing cold. There he was put to Jj^d with'^ fire 
room, and calomel administered, and the pain passed 
off, and he woke the next moniing quite hinseit 
I had never seen Lifege, and the next day we devoted 
to seeing it. It was quite strange to be in a town 
again, with all the luxuries of life which at T^iel 
Salm we had been without. ^Jjifege stands at the 
junction of three valleys, thO Meuse, the Ousthe, an^ 
the Verdre, and with the .Ardennes Mountains all 
about it. It is one of the finest towns I have seen, 
and the old Bishop^ s Palace, now the Government 
H^ouse, quit^ a model “ of architecture for public 
buildings, to my taste. ThB yjne appears at Li&ge, 
and I had the pleasure of showing little Tom a 
vineyard., On the second day we went on to 
Brussels, and found good roobna at the Bellevue, 
where I had written on beforehand. Brussels I 
meant for a consolation to my party for the sim- 
plicity and solitude of Viel Salm, which they had 
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SO clieerfiilly undergone on .my aeeount, and cer- 
tainly it is one o^ Jilxe gayT||t and |(rettiest of c^es. 
Saturday -was pafed in shopping, and in the even- 
ing Hu ^d r vrg&t to one pf, the theatres, and 
laughed very much. On Sunday anprning after 
cajly cliurcli Flu stud. I staxtod in an opon 'Cax- 
liage wibli two h.orses for tlio fiold of Waterloo 
an expedition I had long 'wanted to make. It 
was- ^ay and ^misty when we left [Brussels; but 
.^cleared as we got out of the f ore^ of Soigny and 
near Waterloo, and we had a splendi^ afternoon. 

I have seldom been more 'int|rest^. has read 

tjie account of [^e battle so o:S^ the area is so 
.^[inited, and poiD.ts*^f the battle so 

simple, that One i^derstands it the moment one 
a^es the place wi^ff^onej^ eyes, and Hougoumont 
'With its battered walls is -stf moimment ^simh as 
feWybatiJ^flefds retain. Our gfime ha^ been Lord 
^p^on’s guide in 1816, and, only a-fe'w yeajjs ago, 
'^rome Bonaparte^s^^th^verT m^ja whe^ommanded 

t . French ^ their attaOt%)^^ 0 '%mm 6 nt, and 
0 had n^^vvisited the We get 

iMck I»^|^¥tiesels,.'^d foA'Luj^bbtter, so 
the next^^^ the cost ^ living at BelleT^ 
is consider^l^ stair^drS ^^ 
reach^ after a loj^ at*^n 

at ni^R, having h^S^^i^^^T^^for Sfimer at Lille' 
on the "way. ^eJ^^e^J^re^ the joTMey capi- 
tally, and I h^*'®^^fef^ecu|&ed roo^>t the 
very good clean B^el they have bi^t at the 
station, so we were s^ed the long jqurn^, up 
into the to'wn to Dei^tf^s. If ext mor^ng lt i^ 
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' fine, tliaagli witlDk a* little breeze. In the morning 
we went on t&^sandi^a little ,-^er twelye^the 
oM^en dined, and St a 4^'artq^j^ast one w6 went 
on‘4K)ai?d' flie pac^^^ ^On tbe'^wfele^ the passage 
a good < 1 ^ 6 / WO m^ a- splendid fast train at 
Dover, whiohr'took ns to London in two hours, and 
by* half-paet seven I ha4* got W ;^nr luggage 
througlj^^the Ctistom House, and" was sitting at 
dinnef'^I^TfLu in this dear litt^ ^use. Thank 
deareski^tej^^^fier^long aii4 inidming letter/* 

her I hope to write 

her^jl^ ^It^day. We axe 

n^Ss^^nxahently^fe^or the 
a "nsit or two.. OTuy is alk^a^j^^gaiil^anpS^^t. 
other children very well* To® sec^s you' Saline 
or two with this. My love io dearest ’ mamiad^ 
Susy and John, and all kind friends, as ^the chil- 
dren say in- their prayers, and with all bur |ood 
wishes, believe me, my dearest your evoi 
affectionatO^ot^i^. M. A. 


\ Sb his. 


\her^ 

•NDON, 0( 


',* 1860 . 


£ DBABi^^MoT30^-^I wi^ot tTOlime take 
I shee^j^jm#|Kes§^ for lime; but I will 
^more wen a without w^iAng to 

y<m;" i'um in futt wQjck.al^^ on Homer, 

Vhich ^i^have seen -g^egbi^ in the Times. I 
give it life^^Saiturday. Cshal^iy to lay down the 
true^rim^Mfe ^n which a translation of Homer 

^ On ^mer, Thiee Lecttires gir^ at Oxioid. 

1861 . ' 


VOL. J, L 
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should be founded, and I shall give a few passages 
translated by myself to add practice to theory. 
This is an off lecture, given partly because I have 
long had in my mind something to say about Homer, 
partly because of the complaints that I did ilbt 
enough lecture on poetry. I shall still give ^e 
lecture, continuing my proper course, towards the 
end of the term. That, and preparing an introduc- 
tion to my foreign Eeport, will keep me well em- 
ployed up to January, But with the limited sphere 
of action in outward life which I have, what is life 
unless I occupy it in this manner, and keep myself 
from feeling starved and shrunk up ? I was away 
nearly all last week staying at All Souls’, and in the 
daytime inspecting at Banbury. Have you had 
this wonderful summer weather, which lighted up 
for me so beautifully last week the, wood and stone 
of Oxfordshire? I say — and stone— because to 
my mind the yellows and browns of that oolite 
stone, which you may nemember about Adderbury 
m the road to Oxford, illakh it one of the most 
beautiful thin^ in the world. 

To Miss Arnold, 

2 Chester Dee^h^r 17, 

. • have not 6een''jsu better case for a long 
time, and I attribute it entirely to making greater 
demands on myselfe If you only half use the 
machine it goes badly, but its full play suits it; and 
if I live and do well from now to fifty (only trolve 
years I), I will get something out of myself. I shall 
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to-morrow finisli my third lecture. It will not be 
given till the middle of January, but I want to get 
the subject done, and to have my mind free for other 
subjects. I have at last got the Commissioner’s 
distinct leave to publish my Report,^ with additions, 
as a book. It will appear in February. By the 
time you, come I hope to have finished the introduc- 
tion to that and to have got it printed, and to be 
well plunged in the Middle Age, I have a strong 
sense of the i^ationaliiy of that period, and of the 
utter folly tho§e wljo take it seriously, and play 
at restoring it still, poetmally ^e greatest 

charm and refreshiuent possible me. ^he fault 
I find with Tennyson in his of iM 

that the peculiar charm and arcjma of the Middle 
Age he does not give in them. There is something 
magical about it, and I will do something with it 
before I have done. The real truth is that Tenny- 
son, with all his temperament and artistic skill,* is 
deficient in intellectual power; and no modem poet 
can make very mu«h^^f4iis business unless he is|. 
pre-eminently strong in this. Ooethe owes his 
grandeur to his strength in this, although it even 
hurt his poetical operations by its imUiense pre- 
dominance. Howeveir, it would not do for me to 
say this about Tennysbn, though gradually I mean 
to say boldly the truth al^t a great many feiglish 
ceiebrities,^and begin with Ruskin in these lectures 
on Homer. I have been reading a great deal in 
the Iliad again lately, and though it is too much to 

1 Popidar -JSdnaation of France f vHth f^otie^ ofthaZ (f 

Eollmd and Svpiizerland- 1861. 
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say, as the writer in. the Biographie Universdle says, 
that ^^none but an Englishman would dream of 
matching Shakespeare with the G-reeks,^^ yet it is 
true that Homer leaves him with all his unequalled 
gift — ^d certainly there never was any such nsflu- 
rally gifted poet — as far behind as perfection leaves 
imperfeotiom 

To his Mother. 

- 2 Chester Square, Decemh&t 31 , 1860 . 

My dearest Mother — I ought long before this 
to have thanked all at Fox How, and you in particu- 
lar, for all manner of affectionate letters and mes- 
sages on my birthday ; but along with my birthday 
arrived a Mghtful parcel from the Council Office 
of grammar papers claiming to be returned, looked 
^ over, not later than to-day. Unluckily, at the same 
time I had entangled myself in the study of Greek 
accents, led thereto by some remarks on rhythm 
which I had to make in my lectures. Accent has a 
vital connexion with the* genius of a language, as 
any one can tell who has observed the effect of his 
own language spoken with a foreign accent, and 
anything in vital connexion with the genius of such 
a language as the Greek must be interesting ; still, 
the sutqeot is one of those which lead you on and 
on, and I have been obliged to enter in my diary a 
solemn resolution not to look again at a treatise on 
accents till I have sent in all my papers. To-day, 
accordingly, I have sent in the great batch de- 
manded of me, but with too great an effort, as in 
the early part of the week I had given too much 
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time to my accents, and at the cost of nearly all 
duties of correspondence. I have still papers -which 
will take me till the 24th of the month which begins 
to-morrow, but I have now got into the swing of 
th^m, and shall do my daily number with ease in 
two and a half hours in the evening, keeping my 
mornings for myself. In the next three or four 
mornings I mu^ work at my Eeport for the past 
year, but then I hope to give my mornings steadily 
to preparing my Erench Eeport for the press. 

The thaw has come^and I am glad of it, for the 
ice was spoiled for gating by the snow. I h^ve 
had some pleasant days on the ice with Budge, 
Dick, and ^e nursemaid, but skating here reminds 
me too painfully of Westmorland, I begin now 
to count the weeks till you and Ban come. I must 
now go out and post this ; it is past eleven o’clock, 
and I write after coming back from dinner in 
Eaton Place, and then before bed I must look 
over twenty papers. Little Tom is delightfully 
well; he and his brothers are to dine in Eaton 
Place at the late dinner on Twelfth Night. They 
are dear little boys, and as I work in a morning I 
hear Tom’s voice in the dining-room reading aloud 
to his two brothers, who are seated one on each side 
of him. Lucy is getting a rogue of the first water. 
My love to all, not forgetting Eowland, and wishing 
you all a happy New Year, I am always, my d^est 
mother, your most affectionate, son, M. A, 
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To Mrs. Forster, 

January 28, 1861. 

My dearest K. — There are few people of whom 
I so often think as of you, though I write to you 
so seldtou Tour long letter was a great pleasure 
tome. 

You will have my Homer lectures in a day or 
two* They were very well received, and at the 
end of the last, which I gave on Saturday to a full 
audience, I was cheered, which is very uncommon 
at Oxford. Public matters are, as you say, absorb- 
ingly interesting. I have not much faith in the 
nobility of nature of the Northern A mericans. I 
believe they would consent to any compromise 
sooner than let the Southern States go. However, 
I believe the latter mean to go, and think they will 
do better by going, so the baseness of the North 
will not be tempted too strongly. I myself think 
that people in general have no notion what widely 
different nations will develop themselves in Amer- 
ica in some fifty years, if the Union breaks up. 
Climate and mixture of race will then be enabled 
fully to tell, and I cannot help thinking that the 
more diversity of nation there is on the American 
continent the more chance there is of one nation 
developing itself with grandeur and richness. It 
has been so in Europe. What should we all be if 
we had not one another to check us and to be 
learned from? Imagine an English Europe ! How 
frightfully homi and dull 1 Or a Erench Europe 
either, for that matter. In the append!:^ to the 
last volume of OuizoPs Memd/rs there is a letter 
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OR American affairs from a very slirewd old fellow, 
a member of the Convention and a regicide, who 
had taken refage in Alabama, and lived there till 
quite lately, which William should read. I have 
got from Senior his last journals, the most inter- 
esting series I have seen. They close with a letter 
from Lord John Russell to Senior, commenting on 
the !French conversations recorded in the journals. 
This letter was written only last hTovember. It is 
very satisfactory, I think, as showing both the deci- 
sion and the good sense of Lord John^s convictions. 

Now I must go to bed. Eass all ^the ohildr^ 
for me, add give my love vto'William.— ^Tour e^r 
most affectionate M. A. 


To Ms Mother* 

MAmsTONB, March 14, 1861. 

My dearest Mother — Many thanks for yoti^ 
letter, which Rlu sent on to me here. I return 
the sonnets. I cannot say I think they have any 
great poetic value, but-they are interesting as com- 
ing from Moultrie,^ and valuable as witnessing to 
the indisposition of some among the clergy to join 
in any act of persecution against the Essayists and 
Reviewers. It seems to come out clearer and clearer 
that, however doubtful may be the position of the 
Essayists, there is no ecclesiastical authority which 
public opinion is willing to entrust with the power 
of censuring or punishing in these matters, and I ' 
^Tiink public opinion is right. As to the Essays,* 

1 The Rev. John Moultrie, Rector of Rughy- 
* md B0cims, 1861 . 
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one lias the word of Scripture for it that new wine 
should be put into new bottles/’ and certainly the 
wine of the Essays is rather new and fermenting 
for the old bottles of Anglicanism. Still the ten- 
dency in] England is so strong to admit novelties 
only Sirough the channel of some old form, that 
pefhaps it is in this way that religion in England 
is de^pied to renew itself, and the best of the 
Essayists may have some anticipation of this, and 
accept their seemingly false position with patience 
in ^s confidence. Temple’s position,^ however, 
seems to ide, very difficult, for the last quarter in 
which people in general wish to admit religious 
uncertainty is in the education of the young. They 
would here have the old remain till the new is 
fully matured and ready for use, and I doubt 
whether Temple will be able to hold his ground, 
^or Lord Denbigh® to maintain him as your informer 
thinks. That absurd correspondence with the 
Bishop of Exeter, in which Temple by a mere 
blunder mailed to extract a most damaging letter 
to himself with no reply to it on his part, has done 
him, I think, much harm. If he holds on at 
Eugby, it will be, it is s|dd, by recruifeuig the school 
from another class than hithferto, a class not ex- 
actly the same in social rank, and without the 
ecclesiastical attachments of the upper classes. 
The other Essayists are quite secure, and will 
be rather fomented than abated by all this clamour. 

I have had a bad return of my cold, and on Mon- 

1 As Head Master of Rugby. 

* One of tbe Trustees of Rugby School. 
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day was really very mucli knocked up. * I was in 
a general state of rkeumatism, witk a headaclie 
wliicli was perfectly overpowering. Yesterday, 
finding myself muck distressed while inapectin^, 
I wrote a fiote to Lingen^ telling him I, proposed 
not to re-enter a school till my cold was gone, else, 
I am told, I shall never shake it off j and with this 
relief, and a few baths at Brighton, I hdp^to be 
myself again soon. In all this discomfort my 
introduction has gone on slowly, and it needs so 
much tact as ^o the how much and the lit^ to 
say -that I am never, satisfied with hop^'to 

finish it by the end of nei^^eek, and then to give 
myself a fortnight's holiday before I begin any- 
thing else. Inspecting seems mere play when I 
have nothing else to do beside it. — Your ever 
affectionate son, M. A. 

To the Same, 

Lb WEB, March 20, 1861. 

Mt dearest Mother Mu has sent me your 
long letter and Ban’s note. 

The 4th of April will do beautifully for us. We 
shall not let *you go quite so soon as the 13th, 
though. My dearest mother, it is such a pleasure 
to me to think of having you with us once more. 
... I went over to Brighton to-day to look at 
houses. I have got the help of some of the Sussex 
county gentlemen who were on the grand jury 
here, and hope to deal with an honest ag^oit, and 
get a clean house. We shall take a whole house, 

1 Secretary to the Education Departm^t. 
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and regularly establish, ourselves. This is the dead 
season at Brighton, and one can get for five guineas a 
week houses that in the winter were fifteen. Before 
you finally go north you and Fan must come down 
and see us for a day or two. There is nothing else 
in England like Brighton, and it is but an hour 
from London. It did me good to-day to look over 
the \vjide expanse of sea, and think how my darlings 
would be freshened up by it after their measles. 
The new baby,^ or gorilla, as I call her, is a fiend 
at night. She nearly wore poor Mrs. Young out, 
and I look forward to the sea to make her a little 
less restless. 

I have had a long, obstinate cold, but am cer- 
tainly getting better. I meant to have tried 
Mahomet^s baths at Brighton, but am so much 
better that I do not like to give the time. I refuse 
* all going out in the evenings to play whist with the 
bar, and take as much care of myself as an old 
man. My brother-marshal, young Thesiger, Lord 
Chelmsford^s son, is a very good fellow, and Erie, 
the Chief Justice, is one of my favourite Judges, 
so our own society is very pleasant. I could spend 
a good deal of time in court — on ‘ihe nisi prim 
side, not the criminal — if the air was not so bad, 
and if I could afford the time; as it is, I work 
away in my own room, and am at last getting on 
with my Introduction.® I have got Sainte Beuve^s 
new book on Chateaubriand, in which my poem on 
Obermann is given. It has given me very great 

^ His yomager dangliter, Eleanor Mary Caroline. 

^ To The Popular, JSdueaiioTt, of France^ 
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pleasure. I keep it to show to you and Fan. The 
poem is really beautifully translated^ and what 
Sainte Beuve says of me is charmingly said. I 
value his praise both in itself, and because it car- 
ries one’'^ name through the literary circles of 
Europe in a way that no English praise can carry 
it. But, apart from that, to any one but a ^T,utton 
of praise the whole value of it lies in the mode in 
which it is administered; and this is administered 
by the first of living critics, and with^a dejipacy 
for which one would look in vain here. u^^$^Fan 
I have got her Macaulay^ ^w volum^' I hear 
my Lectures will be aSi^ed in the Satwrdwy 
Beview as too French in style. We shall see. 
They praise or blame from some absurd pique or 
whim, not because the thing is praiseworthy or 
blameworthy; and I do not much care for them. 
I send the sonnets I forgot last week. Love to 
dear Fan and Edward, and believe me always, my 
dearest mother, your most affectionate son, M. A. 


To the Same, 

OxroEn, May 14, 1861. 

My dearest Mother — I have to thank you for 
two letters — a long one, and a note returning a 
letter (of no importance) of a Eussian count who 
had been sent with a letter to me. This is the 
first Sli mm er, or, indeed, spring day. The ;^d 4 
changed in the night, and to-day it is south-’vy^est, 
with the lights and airs as they only can be with 
the wind in that quarter in May, and spring coming 
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on in its glory over all the conntry. One long, 
rigid succession of black north-east winds we have 
had, lasting even .through the rain of Saturday and 
Sunday. I thought they would never end, and was 
really depressed by them. Even this country*! 
am so fond of looked forbidding, and the flowers 
themselves were no pleasure. However, the change 
has come at last. About old May Day (yesterday) 
they say one may always look for fine weather, and 
the rain, ungenial as it was, has wetted the ground 
and vegetation so thoroughly that now the warmth 
has come there is yet no sensation of dryness. I 
have been at "Wantage to-day — King Al&ed^s 
birthplace. A wonderful, quiet old Berkshire 
town, in the White Horse Vale at the foot of the 
downs. I started by the half-past seven train this 
morning, and then drove four miles from Earring- 
don Eoad, The Vale is nearly all grass fields, 
with trees in a park-like way about them, and 
every village quite clustered round with elms; and 
the line of the downs bounding it all has great 
character, and has always been a favourite object 
with me. Presently I am going to my old haunts 
among the Cumner hills, and shall come back with 
plenty of orchises and blue-bells. I left Wantage 
at half-past twelve, and am back here by two, hav- 
ing had a biscuit and some mulled claret at Didcot. 
Getting back so early is one's reward for getting 
up early. I am wonderfully changed about that, 
now that without the slightest effort I get up at 
six, and walk down more than half a mile to take 
the early train at half-past seven. It is a great 
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thing in my favour (and that advantage I have 
always had) that I am utterly indifferent about the 
time of my breakfast, and can wait for it till such 
time as it pleases Providence to send it me. I 
always like this place, and the intellectual life 
here is certainly much more intense than it used 
to be; but this has its disadvantages too, in the 
envies, hatreds, and jealousies that come with the 
activity of mind of most men. Qnldwin Smith, 
whose attack on Stanley’s Edinburgh article ^ has 
made much noise, is a great element of bitterness 
and strife, though personally a most able, in some 
respects even interesting, man; the result is that 
all the world here seems more perturbed and ex- 
acerbated than of old. If I was disposed to fly for 
refuge to the country and its sights and sounds 
against the rather humdrum life which prevailed 
here in old times, how much more am I disposed 
to do this now, conviuced as I am that irritations 
and envyings are not only negatively injurious' 
to one’s spirit, like dulness, but positively and 
actively. 

Talking of irritation, I want Pan to find out 
whether Miss Martineau takes my Introduction in 
good part, or is still further estranged by it; if the 
latter, I shall be sorry, as it will show that, in 
some quarters at any rate, what I sincerely meant 
to be conciliating and persuading proves of oon^ 
trary effect. I hear little about my book at pres- 
ent^ but am easy about it. The great thing is to 
produce nothing of which, if it comes into broad 
1 On << Essays and Reyiews,” Mdinhvrffh Sevimt April 1861. 
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ligM, you -will be ashamed; and then whether it 
does come into broad light or no need not much 
trouble you. Tell Pan, too, to get Banks ^ to make 
his friend at Keswick let me have some salmon 
roe this spring; he is to set about this at once, Or 
it will all be sold. Among the vile poaching fish- 
ers of the Lakes one must be armed as they are. 
I had a cold, but am all right now. The wind has 
changed. — Your ever affectionate M. A, 

To the Same, 

Beighton, June 16, 1861. 

Mt dearest Mother — My lecture^ is given, 
and my heaviest schools are inspected, and, though 
my work will not fairly end till about the 20th of 
August, I begin to feel comparatively free, and to 
project all sorts of readings, for which I have for 
the last few months had little or no time. At this 
time of year I am always particularly reminded of 
papa, and of what he accomplished in the few years 
he had. If he had been alive now he would have 
only been just sixty-six I Yet he has been dead 
nineteen years. The interest of the world and of 
the spectacle of its events as they unroll themselves 
is what I regret for him; indeed, this is the main 
part of what is valuable in life for anybody. 

Children, however, are a great pleasure, or at 
least I find mine so. I had not , seen them for a 
fortnight. Plu had been a week away from them, 
and we returned together to them yesterday. We 
came by an earlier train than we had meant, so 

1 The gardener at Pox How. 3 On Translating Bmer, 
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they did not meet ns at the station, but we found 
them all at home, or close by, in the Square gar- 
den. The weather is at last thoroughly hot — 
weather to enjoy the seaside and the change to it 
frem London. Dear little Tom has entirely re- 
covered under this heat, which relieves his poor 
oppressed circulation of aU struggle and difficulty. 
A very little cough in the early morning is all that 
is left of his illness. Budge and Dicky are in 
splendid force, and in their brown hdland suits 
look the most comfortably dressed children in 
Brighton. Lucy in her white frock looks ^as cool 
and as pretty a little object as you can im^ine. 
The worst of the heat is that there is a high wind 
with it, a regular sirocco, which to me is exceed- 
ingly disagreeable. It gets into every comer of 
the house, and nothing is cool except the Wenham 
Lake ice at dinner. That is the greatest luxury of 
modern times. Bor threepence one gets enough of 
it to cool all one drinks at dinner. The children 
are out very late, as till the sun is down it is really 
too hot for them. However, Dicky, whenever he 
is out, runs all the time at the top of his speed. 
Before luncheon to-day he and Budge bathed with 
me in a bathing machine, and Tom came to dress 
Dicky. It was great fun. It is pleasant to see 
how Tom enjoys himself just now. 

Budge is going to ride with his mamma this 
evening. We do not dine till eight. It is so.3^ 
that I think I shall crawl about with Tom ^ his^ 
wheel chair, instead of riding. Flu’s love to you. 
She has got a new photograph-book, and Wfmte yon 



160 


TO HIS MOTHER. 


all to send your pictures. I have had some inter- 
esting notices of my booh, which I will send you 
soon. Now I am going out with Plu to pay the 
bills. Give Fan a kiss for me. — Tour ever most 
affectionate M. A.« 


To the Same. 

Noswich, July 30, 1861. 

Mt dearest Mother ^ — I think it would suit 
us, if it suited you to have us then, to come about 
the 23rd or 24th of August, and to stay till the 
3rd or 4th of October — at any rate, to be back in 
London by Saturday the 5th, as we shall have two 
or three other visits to pay probably. 

This is our last place but one, and this morning 
at eleven o^clock the Judge and I go on to Ipswich, 
where he opens the Commission at one o’clock. 
Yesterday we were over at Lowestoft, which has 
grown into a lively watering-place since you saw 
it, with an excellent hotel, a crowded port, and a 
capital esplanade and piers. The sea was covered 
with ships, and it was a fine day with a &esh 
breeze, so the Judge enjoyed it very much. Chief 
Justice Erie is sleeping there. We mean to ride 
on part of the way to Ipswich to-day with his 
marshal. You know how much I like Erie, and 
this time I have been riding with him a great deal. 
He brings three horses round the circuit with him. 
The other day I rode with him from Cambridge to 
Ely, and went over Ely Cathedral, which they are 
restoring magnificently. I had not been in the 
cathedral since I was there with you and dear papa, 
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I don^t know how many years ago, the same day 
that he carried me up to the top of Peterborough 
Cathedral on his back; and to this moment I can 
see the roofs of the Peterborough houses as I then 
sa*v them from the tower, and the tower of Ely as 
I then saw' it from the carriage- I find the mem- 
ory a^d mention of dear papa everywhere — far 
oftener than I tell you — among the variety of 
pen^la I see. This variety is nowhere greater 
<iai cm circuit I find people are beginning to 
know some^ing abfOut me myself, but I am still far 
oftener an object of interest as his son than on my 
own account. You will have seen the attack on 
me in the Saturday which I had heard a 

long time ago was coming. When first I read a 
thing of this kind I am annoyed; then I think how 
certainly in two or three days the effect of it upon 
me will have wholly passed off; then I begin to 
think of the openings it gives for observations in 
answer, and from that moment, when a free activity 
of the spirit is restored, my gaiety^and good spirits 
return, and the article is simply an object of inter- 
est to me. To be able to feel thus, one must not 
have committed oneself on subjects for which one 
has no vocation, but must be on ground where one 
feels at home and secure — that is the great secret 
of good-humour. I shall probably give a fourth 
lecture next term .to conclude the subject, and then 
I shall try to set things straight, at the same^feue 
soothing Newman^s ® feelings — which I am 

i 

1 ** Homeric Translators and Critics/' Sat^day JRevUxc, July 
27, 1861. 2 Professor E. W. Ncwtoan. 

VOL. I. — M 
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sorry to haye hurt — as much as I cau without 
giving up any truth of criticism. I have just been 
appointed one of the Committee for regulating the 
Educational Section at the Great Exhibition next 
year ; this will give me certain privileges and ad- 
missions, which I hope to avail myself of in your 
company. My love to Mary, and very kind r^em- 
brances to Mr. Hiley. On Thursday or Friday I 
hope to be in London again. — Your ever most 
affectionate M. A. 

To Mrs, Forster, 

Ipswich, July 81, 1801. 

Mt dearest K. — This will reach you on your 
birthday. How the years fly I and at twenty what 
would one have thought of the twenty years be- 
tween forty and sixty, even supposing them secured 
to cme? The twenty years from twenty to forty 
seemed all life to one then, the very heart of one^s 
time here, the period within which all that was 
interesting and successful and decisive in one^s life 
was to fall. Aud now, at forty, how undecided 
and unfinished and immature everything seems 
still, and will seem so, I suppose, to the end. 

At ITorwich the other night, at dinner at Canon 
Heavmide’s, the sheriff for the dty asked to be 
introduced to me, and it turned out that he asked 
this because he knew William, and had known his 
family sp iyell. It was a Dr. Dalrymple* I had 
no^^d Mm^ at dinner for the cleverness and in- 
fo^rofetion he showed in conversing, and Erie was 
ye:iy much struck with him too. He said he had 
aifended William’s mother in her last illness, and 
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seemed to have been greatly struck and interested 
both with her and his father, and to like to speak 
of them. I could have stayed a long time in Nor- 
wich. It is like Bristol, an old city and not a 
mpdern town, and it stands so picturesquely, and 
has so many old bits, and the water winds about 
it so, and its cathedral and thirty-eight churches 
make such a show, that I got at last quite the feel- 
ing of being in some old town on the Continent. 
The tower and nave of the cathedral seem to me 
not surpassed by anything in the English cathe- 
drals; the spire, of course, is beaten by Salisbury, 
but the tower of Salisbury is not to compare with 
N'orwich. And then the music was so good as 
powerfully to impress even me. On Sunday even- 
ing Erie, with the other marshal and me, got up 
to the top of Household Heath, where the butts for 
rifle-shooting are now — one of the best ranges in 
England, tell William, — and the view of the city 
and the successive horizons all round was such as 
is seldom to be seen. Norfolk seems to me, as 
country, much underrated, and I could live there 
very well, while Cambridgeshire, Huntingdonshire, 
and Lincolnshire I should find detestable. We 
had a beautiful house, on a hill, quite out of the 
town, standing in its own grounds. This — Ipswich 
— is a curious place too, and, like Norwich, is un- 
like the Midland towns, Derby, Leicester, Notting- 
ham, etc., by seeming so much older and so 
more bf a provincial capital. I hope to-morrtiPb 
go down the Orwell to Harwich, and on Friday W 
get back to London. 
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You will have seen the amenities of the Saturday 
Beview. It seems affected to say one does not care 
for such things, but I do really tiiiink my spirits re- 
bound after them sooner than most people^s. The 
fault of the reviewer, as of English criticism 4n 
general, is that whereas criticism is the most deli- 
cate matter in the world, and wants the most 
exquisite lightness of touch, he goes to work in 
such a desperate heavy-handed manner, like a bear 
in a china-shop ^ — if a bear can be supposed to have 
hands. I daresay I shall find an opportunity to 
set straight all that needs to be set straight in what 
both he and IsTewman ^ have brought forth. The 
disadvantage under which both of them labour is 
that the subject is not one for learning nor for 
violence, but rather for a certain jfinesse. 

I send you a letter from old Eapet,* who knows, 
Guizot says, more of the French system than any 
other man living. My love to William, and to 
that darling Fan, and believe me always, my 
dearest K., your most affectionate M. A. 

To his Mother^ 

Folkbbtonb, August 15, 1861, . 

, . . Budge very nearly wheedled me into bring- 
ing him all by himself, but, as I told him, I should 
have found him, when I came back from my 
schools, making mud-pies in the harbour with all 
ti^dirty littte ragamuffins of Folkestone. I meet 

^ Som&ric Translatim m Theory amd Practice: A Re^ly to 
Maitih&w Arnold, Esq, By W. Newman, 1861. 

* See vol, ii. p. 241. 
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here and at Dover a vast number of people ! know; 
that, too, is a sign one is getting old. I eame here 
at twenty-four without meeting a soul I knew, and 
that was the best time, too. Tell Fan I must finish 
off for the present my critical writings between this 
and forty, and give the next ten years earnestly to 
poetry. It is my last chance. It is not a bad ten 
years of one^s life for poetry if one resolutely uses 
it, but it is a time in which, if one does not use 
it, one dries up and becomes prosaic altogether. 
Thackeray is here with his daughters. I see a 
good deal of him. He is much interested in me 
just now because of the Saturday Beview^s attack, 
he also being an object of that newspaper’s dislike. 
Their calling anybody conceited is, he says, the most 
amusing piece of audacity he ever knew. Lady de 
Kothschild^ is at Dover; the Balguys too, and a 
number of other people I know, and whom I stum- 
bled on one after the other. Next week I sleep 
on Monday at Faversham, at a friend’s house, on 
Tuesday at Tunbridge Wells, at another friend’s ; 
then I have a day or two to wind up my affairs in 
London, and on Friday I think we shall all come 
to you, if that day suits you — the 23rd. 


To the Same, 

AnvBE Bank, October 16, 1861. 
Mv DEAREST MOTHER — I have never th^^ed 
you for your last week’s letter, and, besides, iwish 
to stick to my day, so I begin this, though I am 
1 N4e Louisa Monteflore ; wile ol Sir Anthony de Rothschild. 
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nq^ quite sure of finishing it. We go to London 
b^orrow with Lady Wightman. The extended 
holiday in country air has gone, I hope, to lay in 
a stock of vigour for the coming year, but I have 
not been so well here as I was at Pox How — bil- 
ious and headachy, — and this place is very, very 
far from being to me what Fox How is. The sea 
is a fine object, but it does not replace mountains, 
being much simpler and less inexhaustible than 
they, with their infinite detail, are; and the coun- 
try hereabout is too hideouS; Then the place, as 
a place, is so far less pleasant than Fox How, and 
the grounds so inferior, and it is melancholy to see 
the pines struggling for life and growth here, when 
one remembers their great rich shoots at Fox How. 
But I have been much struck with the Arhutu$ in, 
the grounds of a villa close by this, and it seems 
to me we do not turn that beautiful shrub to enough 
account at Fox How. I should think our soil and 
air were just the thing for it. You ask me about 
shrubs. On the tejfthand of the path, as you go 
from the drawing-room window to the hand-bridge, 
nothing is to be put in except one evergreen, to 
make a sort of triangle with the little cypress and 
the odd-Jeaved beech. On the other side are to 
be rhododendrons, with a few laurels interspersed, 
but neither the one nor the other thick enough to 
make a jungle. I wish I could see the place at 
this moment, and how the changes look^ 

We have had the most wonderfiil weather — days 
without a doud, and a sun so hot as to be al- 
most unbearable without shade. Yesterday, being 
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Budge's birthday, Elu, I, Tom, Budge, and Dick 
went at half -past ten into Gosport in the carriage, 
got into a boat, and scrambled on board the Ry^e 
steamer off the Portsmouth landing-stage just as 
her paddles began to move, to Flu's great alarm*, 
crossed over to Ryde, passing the Warrior at Spit- 
head, drove through that beautiful Isle of Wight 
to Whippingham, and got out at the church. I 
called on Mr. Protheroe, but he is out on his holi- 
day. I got the key of the church, however, but 
they have been rebuilding it, and the tablets are 
standing on the pavement of the chancel, one over 
the other. I made out the upper half of grandpapa 
Arnold's,^ and the whole of Uncle Matt's; whether 
there are any more I don’t know. I must go and 
see them again when the church is finished and the 
tablets refixed. Then we drove on past Osborne 
to East Cowes, and dined the children at the 
Medina Hotel, where I was with you and papa on 
that delightful tour in the island some twenty-five 
years ago. I took Flu to Slatwoods,® but it is sold 
already to a building society, and the grounds all 
tom up with roads and excavations they are mak- 
ing. The house and five acres are to be resold 
separate. All had gone to ruin, however, ' and 
there was much overgrowth. I made up my mind, 
however, that at its very best of times Slatwoods 
can never have been for a single moment to com- 
pare with Fox How. Both look to the north, but 
Fox How, at any rate, stands admirably, while. 

1 His grandfather was CoUectox of CaatomS at Oowes. 

3 Dr. Amold^s early home. 
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Sl^twopds is put all in the wrong place. We went 
oyer in a boat to West Cowes Castle, now the 
Tanht Club-house, and Flu and Budge went to see 
Cyril at Egypt House, while Tom, Dick, and I 
strolled slowly through Cowes to the steamer pier. 
Flu and Budge only got back just in time, and at 
fiye. we started for Portsmouth again, touching at 
Eyde. Norris Castle and Osborne under the mag- 
nificent sunset were splendid, and I was glad to see 
the tower of Eaglehurst and Calshot Castle again. 
We caught the steam bridge at Portsmouth and got 
a fly at the landing in Gosport, and were back here 
about seven, in time for a half -past seven dinner. 
We go back to London to-morrow* My love to 
Fan. — Your ever most affectionate . M. A. 

At this period Matthew Arnold became involve^ 
in an educational controversy, the history of which 
may best be given in his own words : ^ — 

*^The appointment of the Commission ‘to inquire 
into the present state of popular education in Eng- 
land, ’ commonly known as the Duke of Newcastle's 
Commission, was due to the apprehensions caused 
by the rapid growth of the Parliamentary grant. 
The Commission reported in 1861* By a large 
majority, the Commissioners decided on recom- 
mending the continuance of public aid on an unre- 
duced scale to both normal and elementary schools. 
They enounbed the opinion, however, that the 
actual system of grants was too complicated, and 

^ From Th^ Beign of Queen Victoria. Edited by T. H. Ward. 
1887 * 
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that it threatened to become unmanageable hy the 
central office, and they proposed to transfer to 
the local rates a considerable part of the charge. 
The grant then stood at about three-quarters of a 
million. The Commissioners proposed to lay on 
the county rates a charge calculated at £428,000 a 
year for the present. Moreover, they had con- 
vinced themselves that insufficient attention was 
paid to junior classes in' elementary schools; that 
the teachers were tempted to be too ambitious, and 
to concentrate their attention on a showy upper 
class, while the bulk of the scholars were compara- 
tively neglected, and failed to acquire instruction 
in ^the most necessary part of what they came to 
learn,' reading, writing, and arithmetic, in which 
only one-fourth of the school children, it was al- 
leged, attained any tolerable knowledge. But the 
Commissioners thought that, even under the pres- 
ent conditions of age and attendance, it would be 
possible, if the teachers had a strong motive to 
make them bring the thing about, for at least three- 
fifths of the children on the books of the schools — 
the three-fifths who were shown to attend one hun- 
dred days and upwards — Ho read and write without 
conscious difficulty, and to perform such arithmet- 
ical operations as occur in the common business of 
life.' To supply the teachers with the requisite 
motive, therefore, the grant from the county rates 
was to take the form of a capitation grant, depend- 
ent on the number of scholars who could pass an 
examination in reading, writing, and arithmetic. 

^‘The Vice-President of the Education Depart- 
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metxt ia 1861 TT'as Lord Sherbrooke, then Mr. Lowe, 
an acute and brilliant man, to whom pretentious- 
ness with unsoundness was very distasteful and 
contemptible. The permanent Secretary was one 
of the best and most faithful of public servants, 
the present ^ Lord Lingen, who saw with apprehen- 
sion the growth of school grants with the complica- 
tion attending them, and was also inclined to doubt 
whether Government had not sufB.ciently done its 
work, and the schools might not now be trusted to 
go alone. These powerful officials seized upon the 
statements and proposals of the Commissioners, 
and produced, as a consequence of them, the 
Eevised Code. But they went far beyond the 
Commissioners. The training schools were to lose 
their lecturers^ salaries, the stipends of pwjj 
teachers and the augmentation grants of maslei:^^ 
and mistresses were to be discontinued; everythin'!^’ 
was tp be <^pitation grant, dependent on the ability 
of the individual scholars to pass an examination 
in reading, writing, and arithmetic, an examina- 
tion for which they were to be arranged in four 
groups according to their age. The system of 
bounties and protection, said Mr. Lowe, had been 
tried aud had failed; now another system should 
be tried, a system under which he would promise 
that popular education, if. not efficient, should at 
least be cheap, and if not cVeap, shbuld be efficient. 

There was a gi^at outcry- It was said that, if 
the Government grant had increased, so had volun- 
tary contributions; the one-third of the cost of 
iWrftteafialSST. 
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popular education which the State contributed" hgd 
called forth two-thirds from local and prirate 
sources to meet it, and this resource it was now 
proposed to discourage and endanger. The im- 
proved schools had been but a dozen years at 
work; they had had to civilise the children as 
well as to instruct them; reading, writing, and 
ciphering were not the whole of education; people 
who were so impatient because so many of the 
children failed to read^ write, and cipher correctly 
did not know what the children were when they 
came to school, or what were the conditions of the 
problem which their educators had to solve. Sir 
James Shuttleworth maintained that, so far from 
its being true that all the children who had been 
^t school for one hundred days and upwards in the 
"'year preceding the examination ought to be able to 
^^ass in reading,, writing, and arithmetic, only those 
of them who had attended more than two years 
were fit subjects for the examination proposed. 

The impossibility of preparing the bulk of the 
children to pass the examination proposed was, no 
doubt, exaggerated. We have seen what can be 
accomplished in this line by preparers. On the 
other hand, I have always thought that the Com- 
missioners, finding in the state of the junior 
classes and bf the elenjentary matters of instruc- 
tion a point ^y to be made and strikingly effec- 
tive, naturally made it with some excess pf energy, 
and pressed it too hard. I knew the English 
schools well in this period, between 1860 and 1860, 
and at the end of it I was enabled to compare them 
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with schools abroad. Some preventible neglect of 
the junior classes, some preventible shortcoming 
in the elementary instruction, there was; but not 
nearly so much as was imagined. What there was 
would^have been sufficiently met by a capitation 
grant on individual examination, not for the whole 
school, but for the children between seven or eight 
years old, and nine or ten, a grant which would 
then have been subsidiary, not principal. General 
‘payment by results’ has been a remedy worse than 
the disease which it was meant to cure. 

“ The opposition to Mr. Lowe’s Eevised Code of 
1862 so far prevailed that it was agreed to pay 
one-third of the Government grant on attendance, 
and but two-thirds* on examination. Moreover, the 
grouping by age was abandoned, and the arrange- 
ment of the children in six classes, or standards, 
as they havenome to be called, was substituted for 
it. The t^hor presented the child in the standard 
for which he thought him fit; he must present him 
the next tii&, however, in a standard above that. 

“The capitation grant on attendance was four 
shillings; that on examination was twice that 
amount, one-third of which was forfeited for a 
failure in reading, or writing, or arithmetic. This 
latter grant has governed t the instruction and in- 
spection of ow ^lementarj schools ^r since. I 
have never wavered, in the opinion -^ost unaccept- 
able to my official chiefs ^ — that such a consequence 
of the Eevised Code was inevitable, and also harm- 
ful. To a clev^ Minister and an austere Secretary, 
to the House of Commons and the newspapers, the 
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scheme of ^payment by results/ and those results, 
reading, writing, and arithmetic, ‘the most neces- 
sary part of what children come to school to learn' 

— a scheme which should make public education 
‘if not ef&cient, cheap, and if not cheap, efiBleient,' 

— was, of course, attractive. It was intelfegible, 
plausible, likely to be carried, likely to be main- 
tainable, after it had been carried. That, by con- 
centrating the teacher^s attention upon enabling 
his scholars to pass in the three elementary mat- 
ters, it must injure the teaching, narrow it, and 
make it mechanical, was an educator's objection 
easily brushed aside by our public men. It was 
urged by Sir James Shuttleworth, but this was 
attributed to a parent's partiality for the Minutes 
of 1846 and the Old Code founded on them, a Code 
which the Eevised Code had superseded. But the 
objection did really occur to him and weigh with 
him, because he was a bom educator, ^d had seen 
and had studied the work of the great Swiss edu- 
cators, Pestalozzi, Fellenberg, Vehrli. It occurred 
to me because I had seen the foreign schools. INo 
serious and well-informed student of education, 
judging freely and without bias, will approve the 
Revised Code." 


Jh hie Mother, 

Thb Axhbmtjm, N'o^em^er 1881. 
My dbabkst, Mother — Thank you; for yout 
letter. It is Very pleasant te haye. aafih a good 
account of that dear old Susy. My 0^ is gone, 
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and I am all right, except that in the foggy mornings 
I sometimes feel, as every one must feel, my throat 
nncomfortahle. I am taking one or two of the 
spare days left to me to begin either my lecture or 
my article on the Code. I do not quite kngw 
whetwfe I will not put off the latter till January's 
Fraser. Shuttleworth has just published a most 
important pamphlet, and it is said that the Dean 
of Hereford, Dawes, is preparing an answer. Der- 
went Coleridge, too, is said to have a pamphlet in 
the press, and my object is rather to sum up the 
controversy, to give the general result of the whole 
matter, and to have the last word. My disinclina- 
tion to begin anything has, however, I daresay,, p 
large share in myitjisposition to put off the thing 
for a month. In the meantime I begin neither the 
article nor t^ lecture, and the next fortnight I 
shall have^^ad j^me of it, I suspect. Shuttle- 
wprth^s pyKhl^t IS most effective. You shoi^ld 
order it — costs a shilling. Por the general 
reader anm|||p iiei^rs of Parliament there is 
a little t<^ much ^detail, and- the matter is hardly 
enough treated in its fet principles for my ta^te, 
but for tte large bo^ of persons who have a finger 
ifi sohools^r the poor it is just tbe thing. It sells 
like wil<|B|reu One Educational Society alone, the 
Wesley^ hasf t^en a thou^d,^|te, and the 
Educational SocieSfos a copy 

to eve?y. jneami#. of , botAu Sousi^ oF^Parliament. 
Shuttlewbr& $2^ me the prater hardly print 

them fast enoughs liad a pleasam dinner-party 
the other night. I always find attractive, 
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thonigh I think he has very sinister ways of looking 
at history. On Monday we went to see Pechter in 
Othello. The two first acts I thought poor (Shake- 
speare’s fault, partly), the two next effective, and 
the last pretiy -well. Wyndham Slade had the stage 
box lent him, and I joined him there for tWh acts. 

I had a very pleasant day at Aston Clinton^ with 
the Eothschilds last Friday, and a superb game of 
croquet with the girls. Such a lawn, tell Pan! 
perfectly smooth, yet so wide that in no direction 
could you croquet to the end of it. Their croquet 
things were very grand, and much heavier than ours. 
At first this put me oul^ but it is an advantage when 
you get used to it, and you have infinitely more 
power with' the heavy nonets. Mfterwards I had 
a long walk with the girls in the woods of the 
Chiltems. They are all great favourites of mine, 
t|e mother particularly. I brought a^^ the photo- 
gt^hs.of the girls, and am to have La^ide Eoths- 
when she has had a good one doflA I went 
and sat, or rather stoo^ .to Si^l^ast Satur- 
day, but don’t know resnlti yefe However, the 
day' was favouralale, and Silyy said he was well 
satisfied.' . * * 

One of my Schoql Committee told me ;yesjepday 
he was gs^g to have tea at Brixtcm vtithw^y who 
had "d^^harn ” in honour of papa. 

TeH P&n^MBpUjfuhtollieSh cor,reeting my proo& 
for 'b^t I dem’t know when 

1 Sir Ajatitony dej|fitlifieli5ti*s house near Trli^r 
^ Ftc^oHa KegidT A volume of origin^, in 

poetry and proaOi edited hy Adelaide A, B6L 
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will be out. I think you will all be pleased ^th. 
my poem.^ As to your eoming south — we like to 
have you at any time, but for your own sakeS it 
would be monstrous that you should come and go 
before^ the Exhibition opens. Love to Susy, 
and JSxq Cropper. — Your ever affectionate 

'M. A. 

To the Same, 

2 Chester Square, November 20, 1861. 

My dbaeest Mother — I was up at a quarter 
past seven this morning, breakfasted t^te~di4^te with 
Dicky, and before nine was off to Euston Square on 
my way to Bushey, near Watford. I am only jusj 
returned, and hav# not much time be:Sre the post 
goes. However, I will not break my Wednesday 
rule if I can help iSt Kr^fcall, you will eftcpect 
me to say sc^ethmg Clough.^ That is 

a loss whi^^ shall feel mor^^d more as time goes 
on, for he IS one of the* few people who ever made 
a deep Im^r^ion upon me, and as time goes on, 
and one finds no one else w^ makes such an im- 
pression, one^s feeling about those who did make it 
gets to be something more and more distinct and 
unique. , Besides, the c^gect of it no longer survives 
to wear It out himself by becoming ordinary and 
different frqm what he beginning 

to say about Clough th^^ffl^pfyT^^lfould do any- 
thin^now, and,; in shor^f^^as^ him%ver. I fore- 
see that there will now be Ik cha^e, and attention 

^ ‘ A Southern Night.” ■ ' ' 

' * Arthur Hugh Clough died Hovember 13, 1861. 
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be fixed on what there was of extraordinary 
■ jyromise and interest in him when young, and of 
unique and imposing even as he grew older without 
fulfilling people's expectations. I have been asked 
write a Memoir of hi m for the Daily News, but 
that I caSijUot do. I could not write about him in 
a newspaper now, nor can, I think, at length in a 
►review, but I shall some day in some way or other 
relieve myself of what I think about him. 

I know no details except that he died at Florence. 
1 Jbeard this in a note from Lingen the day before 
iis death appeared in the newspaper. His wife 
with him. ^ 

have px|| off mj article on the Code till Janu- 
and have now time for m^ Homer lecture.^ 
'As I^get into it, it interests me and amuses me. 
There will be very^Ale confooversy in it, but I 
shall bring out one ®pWo points about the grand 
style and the ballaC style,* so as to lelve what I 
ha^ said in the former lectures as firm and as 
intelligible as possible, and then I shall leave the 
subject. ^ ^ * 

“We had a yisit at Oopford® that I liked very 
much. We ^odk that darlhag Dick (I hope Flu told 
you about 14 e.birth(^ 7 , though I did not), and the 
child's ploasu|e to,®® cqun1^,^and in his cousins' 
company' wa^^ea^M||gee. '^I^e^ectory is a very 
good hense living the best but one 

to ail Aat ]^irt e® thJ^B^mtry ; but what Jfcased 


1 On Translam 
^ His wife's idlofl 
of Go]?ford/JESE^ 


Last Words- 1862. 

itaw, tjie Rev. i^eter Wood; Was Rector 
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me most was the deeply rural character of the 
village and neighbourhood. I hardly know any 
county with the secluded and rural character of 
North Essex. It is quite unlike the counties (out 
of Westmorland) that you know best — Nottingham- 
shire ^and Warwickshire. It seems immensely old, 
and is full of old halls and woods and hollows and 
low ranges of hills, and then eight or nine miles ofE 
across the most deeply quiet part of the country 
is the sea. I daresay we shall go there once or 
twice every year ; the Woods are the moat hospita- 
ble people in the world. It is a place whi^e I could 
be well content, if I was the rector of it, to 
that I should end my days and layigf).y bones'?^ 
Your ever affectionate M. A.. 


To (he 

York, December 8, 1861. 

Mt DpEAJKEST MoTHHE — I havc not had your let- 
ter for thfe last week, but I have no doubt I shall 
find it in London to-morrow, so I will not return 
without discharging my debt. I left Londcm last 
Tuesday with the Judge and Georgina, and just as 
it was getting dark we arrived, in a thick fog, at 
Durham. We were all lu^ed ija^sSie castle, huge old 
rooms with walls of va§t%^paess, and instead of 
paper on thue walls, sC^fi^i^stry, Ml in greens and 
brow*, Eiiyg Of Egypt, and 

his Idventures. But the next 1* was splendid, 
and having sworja in I proceeded 
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recollection of it did not approacli the reality. The 
view from the castle itself, at the top of a steep hill, 
is very grand and Edinbnrghesqne ; but when you 
cross the Wear by the Prebend’s Bridge and, as- 
d^jlding through its beautiful skirt of wood, plant 
yourself m the hill opposite the cathedral, the view 
of the cathedral and castle together is superb ; even 
Oxford has no view to compare with it. The coun- 
try too has a strong turbulent roll in it which 
^acks of the north and of neighbouring mountains, 
anid which greatly delighted me. I made my way 
to Nevil?^ Cross and some way up the glen of a 
of tibie Wear, and the fern and water-breaks 
distantlkoon were as northern as possible. I 
^^fiis-most agreeably disappointed, for I had fancied 
iburhto rising out pf a cinder bed. I finished by 
the observatory, a j^infe'on a range higher than the 
hill just in face of the cathedral, but q^manding 
much the same view in persp^tive. All 

the 'University men were very civil and hospitable 
indeed, but I could not avail myself of their offers. 
Dr. Jenkyns wrote a veiy kind note, saying he 
was an old friend of yours and papa’s, and begging 
me to come and dine with him. I could not dine 
with him, but went add called, and was greatly 
pleased. He sa1d*4lie having just learned 

from him who I anxious to see m® ; 

but I could nbt cati. as we wem just 

going to startf^t leftei^d messages. Th^|ean 
ought to hawgA^^,the Judge and all of us to 
diimer, lately kept him fior 

1 Dr. c^Abiated lor gastronomy. 



180 


TO HIS MOTHER. 


dinner till past nine o’clock, and he is said to have 
Yowed he will never ask a judge again. I saw be- 
fore starting all the lions of the cathedral and castle. 

I should say the Durham music was greatly over- 
rated had I not heard one anthem, which was re^ly 
superlA I heard nothing, however, apjiroaching 
the trebles of Norwich, and the Durham people say 
they are not in tip-top condition just now as to their 
choir. We got here to dinner yesterday, and to- 
morrow I return to town. It was tantalising to 
pass Darlington, and to think that some three and 
a half hours would have brought me to you, and by 
a country, too, that I above all things wish to se^ 
You have the Forsters with you no# How full 
William will be of this American difficulty! 
him I hope the Americans will not cease to fee 
flicted until they learn thoroughly that man shall 
not live Bunkum alone. Kiss K. for me, like- 
wise Fan. — Ever your most affectionate M. A. 

To the Same, 

Chester Square, December 18, 1861. 

My dearest Mother — I need not say how much 
it always pleases me that you all should like what 
I do, above all, when my subject is such as in the 
Victoria Begia poem.^ And my darling K. too, my 
first reader (or hearer), and who perhaps has even 
no'v^fbe first place in my heart as the judge of my 
poems. . . . I told you all you w«||d like this poem. 
No one had seen or heard 2^ ^ it, not even 


1 A Soxtthem Night.^* 
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Fanny Lucy. . . . But my poems I am less and less 
inclined to show or repeat, although if I lived with 
K. I daresay I should never have got out of the 
habit of repeating them to her. I had seen the 
S;pectator, and the UxcmiTier too speaks of the poem 
very warmly. These are the only papers tl^at have 
yet mentioned the collection. Fanny du Quaire, 
who is herself delighted with the poem, says that 
every one else is, that it is far the best thing in the 
collection, etc. That dear old Edward will like it, 
I know, and so will the dear children, some day 
years hence. 

' I had not the slightest intention of giving a guinea 
to see my o|p. performance in print, but yesterday 
Mfcipiy Lucy bothered me so for a sight of the book 
mat I ordered it, and this morning I have a very 
civil note from Miss Faithfull, thanking me for the 
poem, and expressing her admiration of it, and 
sending me the volume. So I have seht back the 
one I had ordered, and saved my guinea. To be 
sure I have not quite saved that, for I have bought 
Cowper^s poems instead. But these I had long 
wanted; it is the three volume edition, and the 
best, and I had only single poems of Cowper, a poet 
whom I esteem more and more. 

may imagine the consternation produced here 
by Prince Albertis d^ath,^ and one could not help 
feeling itr as an almost^^verwhelming blow^t the 
racihent. But one seems to be ^fehng 
into some hope 4j|^; the Queen may yet do weH and 
bear up. H4 is have had somc^converse»tion 

TL December 14, 1861. 
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with, lier in the last two or three days, and to have 
esifetqrted her to take conrage and to keep h.erself 
calm; and she is certainly behaving beautifully. 
The children talk much of this de^th, and Flu 
overheard Dicky telling Lucy that ne^.was gone«to 
Heav^* Upon which Lucy answered/ Should I 
like Heaven, Wlchard dear ? ” “ Oh yes, darling,’’ 
says Dicky, ^^so much! there’s tookey there, and 
toyshops, and such beautiful dollies ! ” Fan will 
be amused with the first place given by Dick to 
croquet, even in Heaven. 

Every one I see is very warlike. I myself think 
that it has become indispensable to give the Ameri- 
cans a moral Zesson, and fervently hoj|| that it will 
be given them; but I am still inclined to think 
they will take their lesson without war. Howetrff 
people keep saying they won’t. The most rema^j^l- 
able thing is ikat that feeling of sympathy with 
them (based very much on the ground of their 
common radicalness, dissentingness, an^^eneral 
mixture of self-assertion and narrowness) which I 
thought our middle classes entertained seems to 
be so much weaker than was to be expected. I 
always thought it was this sympathy, and not cot- 
ton, that kept our Government from resenting their 
insolences, for I don’t imagine the feeling of kinship 
with them exists at all ai^ong the higher classes ; 
after ^mediate blood relationship, the relationship 
of thAsoul is Ihe only important thing, and this 
one has far more with the JVe^h, Italians, or 
Germans than with the Americans. — Tour ever 
affectionate M. A., 
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To the Same, 

February 19 , 1862 . 

Mt dearest Mother — My hand is so tir® I 
can hardly but I wish to keep to my day this 
week after bejSg so irregular for the last mouA. I 
have just finii^ied correcting the proofs of arti- 
cle for Fraser, and, what was harder, retouching 
and adding as was necessary. It will be very long, 
but I think not dull. Lowers attack on the in- 
spectors quite relieved me from all scruples in 
dealing with him, and I think my comments on*his 
proceedings, will be found vivacious. As to the 
article making a sensation, that I by no means ex- 
pect. I ne|Kr expect anything of mine to have 
nightly the ^pular quality necessary for making a 
^^ation, and perhaps I hardly wish it. But I 
dpfcesay it will be read by some influential people 
in connexion with the debate which will soon come 
on. Fronde’s delay has certainly proved not un- 
fortanate ^ present is a more critical moment 
for ^e^icle to appear than the beg inn i n g of the 
month, when Lowe’s concessions were not announced, 
and could not be discussed. 

!^ow I have to finish correcting my Homer lecture, 
which X am afraid will provoke some dispute. X 
sincerely say afreid”^^^ I much rather avoid 
all the sphere of dispute. One begins by saying 
somethings and if? one^lieves it to be true one 
cannot resist the of expahd^#^ 

establishing it us controverted j bul^^^ 

in ^^purer a^r than that oi 
am when I have ilone two more thm^ t must do-^ 
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an article on Middle-Class Education and one on 
Academies (sucli as tlie Erencli Academy), both of 
■s^lfcli will raise opposition and contradiction, — I 
mean to leave this region altogether and to devote 
Myself wholly to what is positive and happy, not 
negal^^ and contentious, in literature. 

You ask me about Tennyson’s lines.^ I cannot 
say I think they have much poeticol value. They 
are, as you say, very just, but so was one of the 
Times leaders about the same subject, and above 
the* merit of just remark and proper feeling these 
lines do not appear to me to rise; but to arrive 
at the merit^of poeUcaL hemty you must rise a long 
way above these. Bead, in connexion w^ this piece 
of Tennyson’s, Manzoni’s Cinque Maggio .(on JJtSi 
death of Napoleon)^ and you will see what I mea^ 

We dined last night with the Forsters, and niSt 
Stansf eld, the member for Halifax, a clever and in- 
teresting man. Dear K!.’s presence in London is a 
great pleasure to me. She and William dme with 
Wm. Delafield on Monday, and we meet them there. 
I' have more dining out than I care for, and more 
eating and drinking. How I should like a week 
with you and Fan ! I am glad to think of your hav- 
ing the gold medal ; ^ you heard I saw no likeness 
at aU in Wyon’s attempt, but K. thinks that there 
is a general likeness to our family type in it. At 
any rate, I should much liKb to see the gold medal 
— Belize me always your most affectiohate son, 

M. A. 

1 On the Prince Consort. 

2 To ccwnmemorate the administrative work done in the Pun- 
jab by his brother, Williahi Belafield Arnold. 
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To tlie Same, 

Thb ATHENiBUM, Fehtuary 26, 186^ 
My bbarest Mother — Let me hear wheaPr 
you have or<^ed Fraser, as, if you have uotj>l 
wfll send yoiFmy copy, but I shall not be able to 
send it you till next week. I think you will find 
my article^ lively, and presenting the subject in its 
essence, free from ttose details with which it is gen- 
erally encumbered, and which make outsiders so 
afraid of it. At the end Lowers speech is noticed 
sharply enough, but I have no fears whatever of 
Lowe’s vengeance : first, because he cannot officially 
notice an article not signed with mj^name; sec- 
ondly, because if he did, public opinion would sup- 
il^ort an inspector, attacked as we. have been by 
|iowe, in repl3ring in the only way open to us; 
thirdly, because, even if public opinion condemned 
what I did, it would never stand Lowe’s resenting 
it, as he does precisely the same thing himself in 
the Whenever he has a grudge at the Min- 

istry of which he is a subordinate member he at- 
tacks it t'h&re. So I feel quite safe, j^nd in hopes 
of having done something to ward c® the heaviest 
Wow dealt at civilisation and social improvement 
in my time. 

I think you are quite wxc^g in thinking Ijowe’s 
side to be the popular one; Jane^ too, -W^as quite 
astcmidieA when I toldner you called it so. A ob- 
tain number of ihe Upper classes, who haveia 
ifeuse for the foffies knd wealmesses which teaAers 
slbdA<dboh®s Under our present system shov^, 
1 “ The Twice Revised Code,” Fraser* a March 18^. 
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may be glad to see Lowe attack it, but all tlie peti- 
tions are against him, and none on his side, and 
t^B shows which way is the real weight of ^^popu- 
And to hold his groun(^‘^.all, he has to 
^^wesa’’ his case and make out that^e is not doing 
a great deal which he really is doing and^ wishes to 
do. And, after allj he will be beaten ; that is, the 
House of Commons will pour upon him the double 
grant — the subsidy as well as the prize-^rant — 
whereas he is fighting tooth and nail to have this 
latter only. 

It is rumoured at the ofS.ce that I am writing 
something about this matter, and as I have used 
in published books the signature of A., and the 
ofGlce people are not the most discerning of criticsj|, 
and I hate to have things not mine layered upo:^ * 
me, I wished Edward had written under a different 
initial. But it does not matter now, as I have told 
Lingen the letters were not mine. — With love to 
all at Eox How, ever your most affectionate 

M. A. 

To the Same. 

Herttord, March 5, 1862. » 

Mt dearest Mother — I write to you from the 
Crown Court at Hertford. This is the third year 
running that I have found myself here just about 
this time. I had an inclination to relax;ed sore throat 
and headache, and the fine ccmntry air and cold of 
Hertford Castle, where we are lodged^ will, I hope, 
do me some good. I expect we shall finish here 
to-morrow, though not perhaps in time to get back 
to London to-morrow night. 
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Being out of tlie way of schools and school man- 
agers at Box How, I think you have no notion hgw 
warm an interest the former create, and how iBl 
a part of soci^J^ is to be found among the la^^ 
So«that a me1ll|i^e which is supposed to threa;^ 
them ougHt to be very strong and sound in itself. 
And this the Eevised Code is not, nor have its 
defenders ever made any really strong point, or got 
beyond being plamible. This is proved by there 
not being a single petition in their favour ; no one 
cares enough about ‘them to take this trouble, ^o, 
in spite of the TmeSf I think they will be beaten. 
I hope I have supplied a readable popular state- 
ment of the case against them which will take 
^Id and do good. Lady de Eothschiid writes me 
yord that she is making Disraeli read it, who wants 
just such a brief to speak from ; and Shuttleworth 
and his Anti-Code Committee think it may be so 
useful that th^ have asked me to get leave from 
the Ed|kbr for them to reprint it for distribution to 
mernbb^^d? .Parliament And, whether they get it 
fropa^ t^^^arricle or not, I see Lord Derby and the 
Bishop- Oxford^ are coming to take the very 
gromid I could wish them to take, namely, that the 
^ate has an interest in the primary school as a 
amlising agmt, even prior to its interest in it as an 
in^ructing agent W^en this is once cleanly seen 
nothing can resist it, afife is fatal to the new Code. 

If we can get this clearly established in this discus- 
sion a great point will have been gained for 0ie 
future dealings of the State with education, and I 
J Dr. Wilberforce. 
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shall hope to see State-control reach in time onr 

f dle and upper schools. 

am surprised myself at the length of many of 
^ sentences in my article, but I jfind that for every 
neW thing I write there comes a style which I find 
natural for that particular thing, and this tendency 
I never resist. I am heartily pleased at the way 
William likes my article, and scarcely less so at the 
genuine attention and interest he gives to the whole 
question. And dear old K.^s opinion was always 
one^ of the first I looked for. Fan must tell me 
herself how she likes what I have said, and how far 
she is interested in the whole discussion. 

The culprits in front of me — two Hertford 
labourers and a straw plaiter (a ghl) — are such 
specimens of barbarism to look at as you seldom 
saw, the girl more particularly. The state of the 
peasantry in these metropolitan counties is lament- 
able. — I am ever, my dearest mother, your most 
affectionate son, M. A. 


To hia Wife, 

In Cotjbt, Chelmsfoio), 
March 12, 6 p.m., 1862. 

There are really twenty-three causes, and we have 
gone very slowly to-day, so there is no chance of 
our getting home tomorrow ; but I ^till hope we 
may get home on Friday, though the Judge would 
wring his hands if he heard me say so. But there 
is no doubt the business here is very heavy indeed 
this time, far heavier than I have ever known it. 

I don^t see how I am to get my lecture done by 
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Saturday week, I have had so much abstracting to 
do, and the interruptions are so many. 

I am delighted to find Walpole's Eesolutions ^ilo 
good and firm, as they are. I feared they woT:i|d 
have been al? shilly-shally. These Eesolutions 
Lowe cannot possibly accept, or, if he does, he can- 
not possibly Aake the world believe that he is not 
giving up his Code by doing so. I am very much 
relieved, and the members of Parliament I see on 
circuit are all full of, the absurdity of individual 
examinations." I have written to Shuttlew5fth 
to tell him what I think of things. It is true the 
Bishop of Oxford made a dreadful mistake by talk- 
ing of his readiness to let the Education grant reach 
£2,600,000 ; that frightened the House of Commons, 
which thinks the grant formidable already. 

To his Mother, 

In CoTTBr, MAmsTON®, 
March 19, 1862. 

wa rier Mother— Y our letter to-day was 
very pleasantest Hothing I should 
feeife* Sian to be with you just now at Eox 
1^6^ to tjorrect my notion of your spring. I 
think of the grass as keeping its sere, wintry, frost- 
bitten look up to May, and if you have really the 
tender green ♦which is brightening all the orchard 
closes of this pretty county, I should like to be 
there to see it. This is a beautiful place : ranges of 
iiill, and infinite gradations of distance, with wood 
and spires, whichever way you look. The Medway 
1 OoadeBming tHe Revised Code. 
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is coming down all yellow and tuibid after the 
great rains of Sunday and Monday, and the mead- 
ows all about the river are flooded. But the rains 
have fairly brought in the spring, ^and ,the lilacs 
are actually in leaf. We shall have finished •on 
this side (the criminal) to-morrow, but we shall 
have to stop and help Erie, and shall hardly get 
back to London before Tuesday. Meanwhile I 
hear from Eanny Lucy that twenty copies of my 
Fraser article, reprinted in the form of a pamphlet, 
have come to Chester Square, and that is a sign 
that it is in the hands of Members. I am going to 
send a copy with a note to Lord Lansdowne, and 
shall be very curious to see what he says to it If 
I possibly can I will keep a copy for you, but as 
you have it already in Fraser it does not so much 
matter. The Times article to-day looks as if they 
did not feel confident, but it looks more and more as 
if it would be a party division, and then the num- 
ber of Liberals staunch enough in the cause, or 
knowing enough about it to vote, as William Eorster 
wilh with Walpole, will be very small. Enough, 
however, I cannot help thinking, to carry the reso- 
lutions. I hope William Eorster will speak, and 
think he may have another decided success if he 
does. He is thoroughly in earnest, aijd seizes the 
real point of arror and false statesinlLfiship in the 
Code, which so few outsiders have knowledge 
enough^ or, in default of knowledge, penetration 
enough, to be able to seize. 

Fan had mentior^d the Scripture quotations. At 
a time when religion penetrated society much more 
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than it does now and in the seventeenth century 
they were very common, and, if they are used seri- 
ously, I see no objection to them. Burke used 
them, evejjL in his time. The Bible is the only book 
well enough known to quote as the Greeks quoted 
Homer, sure that the quotation would go home to 
every reader, and it is quite astonishing how a 
Biblq. sentence clinches and sums up an argument. 

Where’ the State’s treasure is bestowed,” etc., for 
example, saved me at least half a column of dis3.ui- 
sition. The Methodists do not mind it the le^t ; 
they like it, and this is much in its favour. Did 1 
tell you that Scott, the head of the Wesleyans, is en- 
chanted with the article, and has taken a number 
of copies of the reprint for circuJlation ? 

I hope the Homer will be found readable. Per- 
haps there is some little doubt about the motto ^ to 
that, but I put it in the Vulgate Latin, as I always 


do when I. am not ei^estly serious. Tennyson’s 
devoi^, .a€lher^^j^ will be very angry with me, but 
thedj^^^ente^ Novation of him above Wordsworth 
which determined me to say 
tOdear Pan. — Tour ever aff^ 
M. A. 


To Ms Wife. 

MjUbstonx, March 21, 1862. 

Your papa^eays it is -quite impossible for him to 
go before to-morrow night if Erie wants him, as 
the business would not be got through if he did. 
But he very kindly tells me that I may go up to- 
morrow, and I certainly shaU^ though I do not 

1 Multi, quipersuqumrtur me, et me ; a testimonHs 
non declinavi.^^ 
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quite know by wbat train, in time for dinner at 
the Porsters’, however. But your papa is getting 
on so well that I think he will finish and come up 
himself, leaving Erie with only one cause to try, 
which he will be able to, finish on Monday morning, 
if not on Saturday night. Your papa’s trying causes 
is a wonderful help, as he goes fast ; indeed it is 
quite beautiful to see him try a cause, he does it 
so admirably, and I think every one appreciates 
him. I have had five hours’ work at my lecture 
to-day, and am getting on well, but it will be hard for 
me to keep my attention to it this next week, with 
the Education debate going on. I shall try what 
I can do, however, but I must manage to write a 
letter to the Daily Hfews to put some matters clear 
and right about individual examination and about 
night schools. I see the Tories keep quiet in the 
House of Lords, letting one Ministerial peer speak 
after the other, and leaving the Bishop of Oxford 
to take care of himselt I think they are quite 
right to wait for the issue in the House of Com- 
mons on Walpole^s Resolutions. I find every one 
here against the Code, and you see how numerous 
the petitions are. Still, everything depends on 
whetiier it is made a really Government question 
orno^, ,, 

' To Ms Mather- 

In Gouar, CnBLWSFoan, 
March 24, 1862. 

My OEARBST Mother — This morning I have 
your letter, whi<^ Elu forwarded to me from Lon- 
don. We are getting on slowly here, having had 
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very heavy business, but I thiuk we shall finish 
this afternoon, and get back to London to a very 
late dinner. I have a lump in my throat and a 
good deal of flying headache, but I cannot at all 
cofliplain of my health so far this year; it has been 
very good, and every one tells me how well I am 
looking. But the gray hairs on my head are be- 
coming more and more numerous, and I sometimes 
grow impatient of getting old amidst a press of 
occupations and labour for which, after all, I was 
not bom. Even my lectures are not work that I 
thoroughly like, and the work I do like is not very 
compatible with any other. But we are not here 
to have facilities found us for doing the work we 
like, but to make them. 

You must certainly come to us first, and about 
the 7th of May will do very well. I think you will 
be struck with the aspect of London at that time — 
the wealth and brilliancy of it is more remarkable 
every year. The carriages, the riders, and the 
walkers in Hyde Park, on a fine evening in May or 
June, are alone worth coming to London to see. 
And by the 7th of May I hope to be back from Ox- 
ford, and to be settled in London for the summer. 

I have just heard from Shuttleworth that my 
paper is reprinted, and that he has sent me twenty 
copies, and a copy to every member of each House 
of Parliament. I am extremely well pleased with 
Walpole^s Eesolutions. The first affirms just the 
principle I want to have distinctly affirmed — ^^To 
give rewards for proved good reading, writing, and 
arithmetic is no# the whole duty of the State towards 

VOL. I. — o 
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popular educaidou.'^ It igbs reported by Lowe’s 
friends tliat Lowe liad information of the purport of 
these Resolutions, and that he was not dissatisfied 
with them, and I was afraid they would be very trim- 
ming and shilly-shally, so I am the more pleased 
at finding them so firm and distinct. Lowe cannot 
possibly accept them, or if he does, every one will 
see that he confesses himself beaten by accepting 
them ; and if he opposes them, I think he will cer- 
tainly be beaten. I see a great many members of 
Parliament and county gentlemen on circuit. I find 
their impression of the ofiensiveness of the school- 
masters is strong, their impression that too much 
is taught, and foolishly taught, in schools for the 
poor is strong ; but their impression of the absurdity 
and probable expense of the individual examination 
is strongest of all. And it was this examination, 
on the basis of State-payments, that I have from 
the first attacked. — ^ Your ever most affectionate 

■ M. A. 

To his Wfe. 

Lbwss, Friday^ March 28, 1862. 
l am puzzled to know how Greg ^ got my pamphlet. 
I never sent it him. I hope no one is sending it 
about in my name. I have no doubt the more it 
makes an impression the more incensed against me 
will the chiefs of the office twome. I think perhaps 
the reason Lord Lansdowne does not answer my 
note is that Lord Granville has spoken to him about 
the matter, and he is puzzled what to say to me. I 
don’t think, however, they can eject me, though 
1 W. B. Greg, author of The Fnigr^as of lAfe, 
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they can, and perhaps will, make my place imcom- 
fortable. If thrown on the world I daresay we 
should be on our legs again before very long. Any 
way, I tbink I owed as much as this to a cause in 
wl^ch I have now a deep interest, and always shall 
have, even if I cease to serve it ofidcially. 

I am bothered about my lecture, which is by no 
means j&nished, and has then to be written out. 
Probably I shall have to end by reading it from my 
rough copy. I have a letter from Shuttleworth ur- 
gently begging me to answer Temple in the Daily 
News, but I think I have paid my contribution to 
the cause, considering what I risk by appearing for 
it, and I shall at any rate consider Idie matter well 
before I do anything more. What do you think ? 


To the Same, 

Eaton Place, Sunday^ March 30, 1862. 

At half-past twelve Dick and I started across the 
Park for Montagu Street, getting there just as they 
were going to dinner. They were delighted to see 
us. William was there, and we had some most in- 
teresting talk about this compromise, which you will 
have been delighted with, but which still leaves a 
great deal to be done. That it is as good as it is, is 
in great measure due to William, his earnestness, his 
thorough knowledge of the*' subject, and the courage 
which his reputation for honesty gave to other Lib- 
erals to follow him in opposing the Code. I shall 
now get off the task of answering Temple. I find 
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William thinks my letter^ ill answer to Lord Over, 
stone one of the most telling and useful strokes in 
the whole contest. William, however, is of opinion 
they cannot touch me, and would bring a storm on 
their heads if they did. ^ 

I had a capital audience yesterday, and the 
Vice-Chancellor. Edwin Palmer told me every one 
thought my Last Words perfect in tone and con- 
vincingness. 

To his Mothefr, 

London, April 14, 1862. 

My dearest Mother — It was Saturday before 
I had your letter. I cannot quite remember whether 
I had written to you before receiving it, so I write 
now, and will write again this week if I find from 
your letter that I missed last week altogether. This 
horrible wind always makes me bilious and savage. 
People and things all look disfigured and hideous 
under it. It is particularly trying to London. But 
when you come to us I hope it will be over. I fully 
expect it to last till the first week in May. Tell 
dear old Edward that I have no doubt it is the 
Plymouth air which affects his little boy, and that 
he will be all right as soon as he gets acclimatised. 
Twice I have been at Plymouth, and twice I have 
been m^e feverish by the oppressiveness of its air, 
and I have heard other people say the same thing ; 
it enjoys one of the worst sanitary reputations of 
any place in England. Tell Edward, too, that the 
Bishop of London® is a mWber of the Athenseum, 

^ “The Principle oC ExeminatioD,” Ths Daily March 
25, 1862. Dr. Tait. * 
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and that lie could not have a better proposer ; he 
should write to him at once. I will see to his in- 
terests when the election comes on. I thinTr he is 
quite right not to lose this chance. Tell him also 
thsPt I think he is quite right that Longfellow^s 
hexameters generally “read themselves easily 
enough, and that it is to be over-critical to complain 
of them in this respect; still, I don’t think they are 
a good type of hexameter. But I think also that 
my weak syllables to begin a line don’t do. Tell 
him, finally, that the last division of the Code will, 
in my opinion, by no means do, and that the least 
we will take as maintmancergrant is one^hdlf the 
whole grant. The idea of making the scholar’s 
examination the measure of the State’s aid to his 
school I hold to be altogether false ; it should only 
be the measure of a reward to that individual scholar. 
It is now, however, hardly possible to get rid directly 
of the prizerscheme element in the Code, worthless 
as I think it is ; but for the ’’grant which represents 
the State’s real debt to elementary education we can- 
not accept a secondary character, it must be at least 
equal to the other. I believe Shuttleworth and his 
constituents would thoroughly endorse these views, 
and that the whole Tory party will go for the half 
grant (carrying their doctrinaires, like Stafford 
iN'orthcote, along with them); the sound Liberals 
like Wm. Forster will join them, the Grovemment 
will be beaten, the Code will be dropped, and Lowe 
will go out. This, at least, is what I now hope for. 
He has declared that he has been hpniliated enough, 
and that he ‘v^ not accept any further interference 
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with his Code, but give it up and go out, ^^aud 
others,” he says, will go with me.” Whether this 
means Lingen or Lord Granville, or both, I don't 
know. But I remain as still as a mouse to see how 
things turn. It is just possible the cry for ^^re- 
trenchment at all events” may carry Lowe's one- 
third through, but I very much doubt it. I hear 
Disraeli, Pahington, Henley, and Walpole are thor- 
oughly staunch on the question, and I know Wm. 
Forster thinks one-half is not too much 
Here is a long story about the Code, but just now 
I am much interested in all this. I hope to see 
Shuttleworth some time this week. We have fired 
a circular at Lord Granville denying that the in- 
spectors have neglected the examination of the 
lower classes in the three Bs. and baaed their re- 
ports on the examination of the highest class only,” 
and I think it will embarrass hihx. It was not sent 
to the assistant inspectors, nor to the Scotch inspect- 
ors, for the more you widen the circle of subscrib- 
ers the more you increase the chance of refusals to 
sign I and the more refusals to sign you meet with, 
the more your document is discre^ted. l' must 
carry this to the post myself.-— Your ever affec- 
tionate^ in the greatest haste,. M. A. 

To the Same> 

ChBSTBE SoiTAEB, 
Saturday June 28, 1862. 

My ueabrst — Tour letter, a truly de- 

lightful one, shii^^sot go without an answer this 
week, although I am much pressed by my Latin 
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speech. I have not written a word of it, and it has 
to be spoken on Wednesday. The subject is very 
good — the postponement of the Prince of Wales’s 
degree owing to his father^s death, Lord Canning’s 
degree prevented by his death, and, finally, Lord 
Palmerston receiving his degree. Such good mat- 
ter as this will enable one to leap over all the tire- 
some topics which generally have to be treated in a 
Creweian,^ and to go straight to what is interesting. 
I hear, however, that there will be a great row ; boli 
the Vice-Chancellor and the Public Orator write me 
this, so probably it does not matter much what I 
say, as I shall not be heard. However, I cannot 
compose without doing as well as I can, even if I 
know the composition will never obtain publicity. 
The Vice-Chancellor has asked me to dine with him 
on Tuesday, and he has a great party afterwards. 
This is almost official, and I do so little as an Ox- 
ford Professor, that I do not like to decline ; be- 
sides, I shall probably meet Lord Palmerston at the 
dinner. So we have got off a dinner-party we were 
engaged to here, and Pin and I go down together 
on Tuesday to the Hawkinses, who have very kindly 
promised to take \xs in even at this eleventh hour. 
Our dinner-party last night went off very well. I 
think I told you the Lingens were coming. They 
were both very amiable, and not the least allusion 
was made to the Code. To-night we have Chief 
Justice Erie, the Seniors, the Proudes, the Porters, 
Drummond Wolff, and Montagu Blackett. We 

iThe Creweian Oration at Oriord^tf^jleliTered in B^temate 
years by the Professor of Poetry and the Public Orator. 
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went after our party last night to the Seizors, and 
found Thackeray there, who was very amusing, 
kissing his hand to Flu, and calliftg me a monster, 
but adding that ^^he had told alrto her , father.^^ 
He asked us to dinner for to-morrow, Sunday, but 
we are engaged to the Forsters. We also met the 
Erpokfields there, and we dine with them on Mon- 
day. I do nothing except my inspection, eat and 
drink much more than I wish ^o, and long for the 
circuit to bring me a little country air and peace. 
. . * On Wednesday we met the Grant Duffs. He 
is a member of Parliament.^ It appears they are 
great likers of my poetry, and have long been so. 
He interested me with an account of his efforts to 
get Obermann, after reading my poem on the sub- 
ject The book is out of print. ,At last he saw a 
copy in a circulating library at Geneva, and offered 
five times the hookas value if the library man would 
let him have it, which he did. I was interested in 
your extract from the Bishop of C^cutta^s* letter, 
but most of all by your account of the Changes at 
BydaL What an improvement the lowering of that 
grim wall will be I You don’t say anything about 
Eowland ; we are quite serious in wishing to have 
her, if she can possibly come. I am now going to 
try and get stalls for Lord JDundreary for the week 
after next. Kiss Fan for me. — Your ever affec- 
tionate M. A. 

1 iS:. E. Grant Duff, M.P. for the Elgin Burghs, 1857-1881 ; 
afterwards Glovemor of Sfiadras. 

a Dr. Cotton. ' ‘ 4 
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To the Same. 

Dover, August 21, 1862. 

Mt dearest Mother — I meant to liave written 
to you the day before your birthday, but yesterday 
morning I was up at three, and was incessantly 
travelling until four o’clock this morning ; so that 
it is on your birthday itself I must send you my 
love and earnest wishes for the continuance of a 
life of which every year we live makes us more feel 
the value. I went off on Sunday morning with 
much hesitation. The weather was rainy and un- 
settled, and I was not feeling very buoyant j how- 
ever, I went. I could not shake off the languor and 
depression which my attack had left, and I know 
nothing which gets rid of this so well as travelling. 
I had a wet passage, but was not HI. I on Sunday 
night slept at Ghent. Late on Monday night I got 
to Viel Salm, and found the Henrards very glad to 
see me. Early the next morning I was out, but the 
river, which used to be so fresh and full in the wet 
season of 1860 , is now terribly empty, and on a 
bright day like yesterday nothing was to be done. 
Eor the river to change there needs a thorough 
break in the steady fine weather there has been in 
that part of Belgium for the last few weeks. Eor 
this I could not wait, and at first I thought I would 
go to Aix la Chapelle, where I want to see all that 
has to do with Charlemagne 5 I have never y et^§^n 
the place thoroughly. At three o’clock yesterday 
mojSdng I was up, and at four hi the diligence, 
having passed at Viel Salm rf^ttle more than 
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twenty-four hours. After a rather tiresome jour- 
ney, in which there was much overcrowding but 
great good-humour — for in these remote parts 
where there is but one public veiiicle every one 
thinks that all the world has a natural right to* it, 
and must not be left behind, even though there 
maybe no means of properly conveying him, — I 
got to Spa a little before ten, had a warm bath, and 
breakfasted under the trees at* the principal caf^ 
there, While I was breakfasting I determined not 
to go touring about without dear !Flu, who likes it 
as much as I do, and as I could not get the fishing, 
which by occupying my attention and keeping me 
out all day does me more good than almost any- 
thing, I determined to come straight home. So off 
I set at twelve o^clock on one of the hottest days 
we have had. By changing and recharging car- 
riages I got to Lille about eight o^cloek, dined 
there and came on by the eleven o^clock train to 
Calais, crossing to England at two o’clock in the 
morning on one of the stillest and most beautiful 
seas I have ever seen. I got here about half-past 
four, and by great good luck the master of the house 
happened to bo awake, and let me in on my very 
first ring at the bell. The children have dined with 
us, and have all drunk your health in champagne. 
They enjoy this ^dace more than I can say. Two 
nights without ^^teep have made me so tired that I 
must end this stupid letter and go to bed. Love to 
all within reaehi believe me ever, my dearest 
mother, your son, M. ^ 
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To the Same, 

2 Chester Square, November 19, 1802. 

My dearest Mother — If I am to keep my 
promise and write by this post you must be con- 
tent with a very hurried letter, for a quarter past 
five has just struck, and at half-past they come for 
the letters, I have been all day inspecting at 
Westminster, having gone at ten, inspected a 
school from ten to half-past twelve, from half-past 
twelve to a quarter past one heard pupil teacher 
read, from a quarter past one to two dined^ or 
rather lunched, with Scott, the Principal of the 
Training School, and feom two to a quarter past 
four inspected another school. Then I got home, 
and went out immediately to get my daily snujff 
of air, foggy stuff as it is, and to try and get Once 
a Week for Plu. I am just returned, and after this 
is written 'I must report on a heavy school, which 
will take me till dressing time. We dine in Eaton 
Place, ^ where they have one or two people. We 
shall be back here about a quarter past ten, then I 
shall report on a light school, write two or three 
letters, read about a hundred lines of the Odyssey 
to keep myseK from putrefaction, and go to bed 
about twelve. 

I saw Stanley for a few minutes in Oxford the 
other day. Jowett was with him. There is a 
move to turn the latter out of his Fellowship for 
his heresies, and Stanley chooses this moment to 
revive in Congregation the question of his salary.® 
I ^pect it is Oolenso^s book which has reanimated 
1 At Mr. Justice Wightman's. ^ As l^rofessor of Greek. 
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the orthodox party against Jowett and the Essay- 
ists. I thinkj aj^ropos of Colenso, of doing what 
will be rather an^ interesting thing — I am going to 
write an article called ^^The Bishop and the Phi- 
losopher,” contrasting Colenso and Co.^s jejune aad 
technical manner of dealing with Biblical contro- 
yersy with that of Spinoza in his famous treatise 
on the Interpr^ation of jSoriptvjre, with a view of 
showing how, the heresy on both sides being equal, 
Spinoza broaches his in that edifying and pious 
spirit by which alone the treatment of such matters 
can be made fruitful, while Colenso and the Eng- 
lish Essayists, from their narrowness and want of 
power, more than from any other cause, do not. I 
know Spinoza^s works very well, and I shall be 
glad of an opportunity of thus dealing with them 5 
the article will be in Fraser or M(mriiUan-^l don^t 
know which. Meanwhile my Maurice de Quirin is 
already in Eroude’s^ hands. I think it will be 
found interesting. Tell Jane she must read it. 
There is Williamson, the policeman, come for the 
letters and I must stop. All manner of love to all 
at Wharf eside. — ^Your ever affectionate M. A. 

To the Seme. 

Education Dbpastment, Council Oppicb, 
Bownino Stebbt, London, 

December 17, 1862. 

My dearest Mother — I was in some doubts 
whether I ought to write to you or Fan, but your 
letter this morning decides ma Give Fan my l^t 

1 Then edi$^r of Magepiine, 
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lore, however, and tell her that I liked hearing 
from her very much, and that I think at least once 
a fortnight she might manage to write out of pure 
charity without expecting more than a weekly 
leijfser from an overworked man. They are getting 
more and more troublesome, i.e. more rigidly me- 
chanical, at the Council Office, in laying down 
everything beforehand for the inspectors, and in 
suffering no deviation from rules often made with- 
out the least connaissance de cause; however, I go 
on with the hope that better days will come, and 
with the hope also of in some degree contributing 
to their coming. Certainly, as much as we surpass 
foreign nations in our Parliamentary proceedings 
we fall below them in our Administrative proceed- 
ings. But all this will not much interest you. 
Meanwhile, I find the increasing routine of the 
office work a good balance to my own increasing 
literary work, but unless I throw myself into the 
latter, the irrationality of the former would worry 
me to death. 

I send you Masson^s^ note, which I found when I 
got home late last night. You may bum it when 
you have read it. It is very satisfactory, for I don’t 
imagine he would speak so strongly of anything he 
thought would not go down with the public, and 
how far anything of mine will go down with this 
monster I myself never feel sure beforehand. I 
was pleased with this performance 'bn Colenso and 
Spinoza,® however, and glad of the .opportunity 

1 I^ayld Masson, editor of Macmillan's MagaTim. 

* ** The Bishop and the Philosopher.*^ ^acmUlan's Magazine, 
January 1863. 
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of saying what I had to say. I have not read 
Vaughan^s sermons, ^ nor do I think it possible for a 
^clergyman to treat these matters satisfactorily. In 
papa^s time it was ; bnt it is so, it seems to me, no 
longer ; he is the last free speaker of the Church^of 
England clergy who speaks without being shackl^, 
and without being obviously aware that he is so, and 
that he is in a false position in consequence 5 and 
the moment a writer feels this his power is gone. 
I may add, that if a clergyman does not feel this 
now, he ought to feel it. The best of them (J owett, 
for esmmple) obviously do feel it, and I am quite 
sure papa would have felt it had he been living 
now, and thirty years younger. hTot that he would 
have been less a Christian, or less zealous for a 
national Church, but his attention would have been 
painfully awake to the truth that to profess to see 
Christianity through the spectacles of a number of 
second or third-rate men who lived in Queen Elizar 
beth’s time (and this is what office-holders under 
the Thirty-nine Articles do) — ^men whose works one 
never dreams of reading for the purpose of enlight- 
ening and edifying oneself — is an intolerable ab- 
surdity, and that it is time to put the formularies 
of, the Church of England on a solider basis. Or a 
clergyman may abstain from dealing with specular 
tive matters at all : he may (kmfine himself to such 
matters as Stanley does, or to pure edification, and 
then, too, he if in a sound position; But the 
moment he begins to write for or against Colenso 

^ ThA Boc^ wnd ihe^ Sermons on Inspiration, by C. J. 
Yangban, ; 
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he is inevitably in a false position. I have left 
myself no room to tell yon of Miss Leech’s ^ party 
last night, to which Lncy went in a black velvet 
frock, given her by her Aunt Georgina, with a 
bro^d lace tucker and a blue velvet band round her 
hair. She and Dicky looked a couple of beauties. 
Has Mu told you how great a favourite Dicky is 
with Miss Leech? She says she thinks him abso- 
lutely the most lovely boy she has ever had in her 
school. We are all well in health again. Love to 
all your party at Fox How. — Your ever affectionate 

M. A. 


To the Same. 

2 CHESTBsa Sqitakb, January 7, 1863. 

Mt dearest Mother — I did not at all like the 
delay in getting an improved account of you, and 
am sincerely rejoiced to hear at last that you are 
really better. Influenzas are obstinate things, and 
have generally enough force with them to pull one 
down considerably. You seem to have had a sick 
as well as a wet Christmas at Fox How — still, I 
would have given a good deal to be with you. 

I am now at the work I dislike most in the world 
— looking over and marking examination papers. 
I was stopped last week by my eyes, and the last 
year or two these sixty papers a day of close hand- 
writing to read have, I am sorry to say, much tried 
my eyes for the time. They soon recover, how- 
ever, and no reading ever seems to hurt them. At 

jv 

1 Two sisters of Jolm Leech, the artist, kepyi s&tool for little 
boys in Lower Belgrave Street. 
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present I can. do nothing in the day after my papers 
are done but write the indispensable letters for that 
«day^s post. I ]^ave had several to write about this 
Spinoza article, as you may imagine. You say, 
very justly, that one’s aim in speaking about sjich 
a man must be rather to modify opinion about 'him 
than to give it a decisive turn in his favoujj in- 
deed, the latter I have no wish to do, so far as his 
doctrines are concerned, for, so far as I can under- 
stand them, they are not mine. But what the 
English public cannot understand is that a man 
is a just and fruitful object of contemplation much 
more by virtue of what spirit he is of than by 
virtue of what system of doctrine he elaborates. 
It is difiScult to make out exactly at what Maurice 
is driving^; perhaps he is always a little dim in 
his own mind as to what precisely he is driving at. 
They all give unfair turns to views they do not 
like, however. As the Spectator^ gives to the un- 
doubted truth that religious matters should not be 
discussed before the religious world unless edify- 
ingly, the turn that it is proposed to throw a false re- 
ligion as a sop t^the multitude, so Maurice gives to 
the undoubted tidth that the prophets did not arrive 
at their conclusions by a process of intellectual 
conception, the turn that they are represented to 
have told shocking stories.” I shall wait long 
as I can before writing in the that as many 

1 Pjf^fessctt Arnold/’ l>y the Rey. F. D. Maur 

rice. The Jawiary 3, 1863. 

BSHfeiew Arnold oa the Aristocratio The 

Spectaior, Decemter 1862. 
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adversaries as possible may show me their hand. 
I shall probably write something for Macmillan^ 
to remove the misrepresentation of my doctrine 
about edifying the many. The article attracts 
mndh notice here, particularly among the clergy. 
I long ago made up my mind that if one had to 
enounce views not current and popular it was indis- 
pensable to enounce them in at once the clearest 
and the most unflinching style possible, I am very 
glad you like Guerin ; he and his letters are really 
charming. I mean to do his sister also when I can 
find time. I send a note (which may burn), because 
it is to the honour of human nature that a poor 
author should ask for a book in lieu of money. 
I have sent the poor man both my subscription and 
the Lectures. — Your ever most affectionate 

M. A. 


To the Same, 

The Athbn.»um, January 27, 1863. 

My bearbst Mother — I meant to have writ- 
ten to you and to Sainte Beuve, but the fire was 
warm and the article on Polygnotus (the Greek 
painter) I was reading in the Heme des deux Mondes 
was somewhat empty, the air outside had been very 
cold, the school I had been inspecting large, and 
the luncheon I had been eating more abundant than 
usual ; above all, for the two last nights I have not 
been In bed till after one o’clock. Acc^i^ingly, I 
fell asleep, and now I have only time tqtorite one 
letter, whieh shall be to you, then I home 

and dress to dine ouk 

VOL. I.— P 
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I have had a long and charming letter from 
Sainte Beuve about my article on Guerin. I 
Vould send it, but it is written in a hand which I 
have not made out without the greatest difficulty, 
and which I doubt if you and Ban could make out 
at all* Bor the same reason I have not sent you 
two letters from M. de Circourt about my Colenso 
article] it is a regular task to decipher them. 
When you come to London I will read them to 
you. I have been lunching to-day with Lady de 
Rothschild and her daughter, she having written 
me word that they were up for a few hours. I 
meant to have got her to mention Edward to her 
sister-in-law, Baroness Lionel, who is now at Tor- 
quay, but. I find the Lionel Rothschilds leave Tor- 
quay to-morrow. At luncheon was Miss Copley,^ 
Lord Lyndhurst’s daughter, a very good-looking 
and lively girl, a favourite of Lowe, who has been 
just staying at Mentmore with the Meyer Roths- 
childs, and whom I should have met if I had gone 
to Aston Clinton as I was asked, for he dined there, 
and I was asked to gp over and dine with the Aston 
Clinton party at Mentmore. I should also have 
met Belane (of the Times), Charles Villiers (the 
head of the Poor Law Board), and Disraeli. Lowe 
is extremely clever in conversation, though not 
very amiable. Lady de Rothschild says he con- 
fesses he has got into a great mess with the Code, 
and attrOsB^^ it all to hm over great anxiety to 
oonciliatlj^erybody. I am asked to go to Aston 
Clinton tms week, from Briday to Monday, but 
1 Afterwards tady Du^Jans. 
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cannot. Tliey are all great favourites of mine, 
however, and Lady de E»othschild is one of my 
best readers. She is now reading Arthur Stan- 
ley's book on the Jewish Church, and I have 
promised to bring him to see her. — Your ever 
affectionate M. A. 


To Miss Arnold. 

(^February 3, 1863.) 

My dearest Fajst — I was very glad to have your 
note, and to hear that you and dearest mamma had 
liked my article.^ My conscience a little smote me 
with having been, in my first article, too purely 
negative and intellectual on such a subject. Now 
I have done what I wished, and no amount of noise 
or faultfinding will induce me to add another word. 
It is so hard as to be almost impossible to dis- 
criminate between the intellectual and religious 
life in words that shall be entirely satisfactory, 
but if you will consider the difference between 
reading the last chapters of St. Matthew for the 
sake simply of what is recorded there, and reading 
them for the sake of making up one^s mind how 
those chapters are likely to have come together by 
the process which Jowett and others say is the 
process by which the Gospels were formed, you 
will have a notion of what I mean. Protestantism 
has always imagined that it consisted more in 
intellectualism than, as vital religion, itpver really 
has consisted. 

Stanley's Lectures on the Jewish C&nxoh.'^ 3fao- 
mUlan^s MoLgazine, February 1883. 
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I have found many serious people, Dissenters 
and churchmen, who have understood the drift of 
my first article and been greatly pleased with it. 
The newsp^ers, which exist for the many, must 
resent a supposed insult to the many. 


To his Mother, 

Chbstek Squabs, February 4, 1863. 

My DEAREST Mother — I send you two more 
notes, ^both of them very satisfactory. You need 
not return either. Grove is the Secretary at the 
Crystal Palace, and a contributor to the Dictionary 
^ the Bible. The weekly newspapers will, I sup- 
pose, give tongue again next Saturday, but I think 
they will'^nUt quite know what to make of this last 
* position (A mine. But, whatever they make of it, 
I shall say no niore, I hope before I come to Fox 
How (if I come there) this summer to have printed 
six articles — one on Spinoza in the Times^ one on 
Dante and one on the Emperor Marcus Aurelius in 
Fraser, one oh A French Eton and one on Academies 
(like the French Institute) in MaemMan, and one 
on Eug&iie de Guerin in the OomhiU. Perhaps I 
^ may add to these one on Jouber^ an exquisite 
French oritio, a friend of Chateaubriand. , Besides 
all this I must write two lectures for Oxford, and 
I hope to compose one or two short poems besides. 
4ud then t^e is inspecting^ So I have plmity to 
do. Afl^il^e summer I mean to lie fallow again 
for%ome trine, or to bu^ myself with poetry only. 
My great advantage is that every one of tbe‘ sub- 
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jects I propose to treat is one that I have long 
reached in my mind, read and thought much about, 
and been often tempted to write of. The horrible 
thing must be to have to look abouh ,f or subjects^ 
and. when this has to be done week aiter week, it 
must be enough to drive one mad. 

In the January number of the North American 
Review there is an article on poetry which begins 
with two pages about me, which I have promised 
to copy out for Flu, and which you and Fan will 
like to see. There is more about me in the article, 

4 * 

and several quotations from things of mine not 
often quoted which I think among my best, but all 
that is worth taking the pains to copy out is'coi^ 
tained in the first two pages. A passage of Pindar 
is applied to dear papa and me in a way that gives 
me great pleasure.^ I will also send you Sainte 
Beuve’s letter when I can lay my hand upon it. 
This last you must be careful to return. — Your 
ever affectionate M. A. 

1 Matthew Arnold had the happy fortune to have the great 
and good Thomas Arnold of Rugby School for his father; and, 
as we gather his character from his published worts, he is not 
unworthy of parentage so noble. In connexiou with the schol- 
arly, cfmseerated, generous, manly spirit expressed in the writ- 
ings of both, we think of the ode in which Pindar, celebrating > 
the glory of Hippocleas, victor at the Pythian games, praises 
him because he has emulated his deceased father, Phricias, who 
before him was a conqueror in the Olympic stadium.'^ — ** The 
Origin and IJsesof Poetry.'' North American heview^ January 
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To the Same^ 

Hbetfoed, March 6, 1863. 

DEA]^8T Mother — My date will tell you 
that I am j^circuit, but I received your letter Just 
before Ileff town ou Tuesday morning. On Tues- 
day 3ii^t I'f slept at Eoyston, at an old place called 
the Ptioly, inhabited by a banker, who is the chief 
manager of the school. I inspected a school at 
Koyston, and another at Baldock, and came on here 
in time for dinner last night. This place is a great 
favourite of mine. We are lodged in the castle, a 
large old house placed in a square green surrounded 
by old mounds and walls, part of which are Eoman, 
and with a clear river, the Lea, running through it 
all. Th^ cpuntry round is full of beautiful seats, 
Hertfoitl feeing in the prettiest part of the prettiest 
county near London. The year is so forward that 
the violets, I hear, are outj a bunch was brought 
to me yesterday at Eoyston which had been gath- 
ered in the lanes, and as the woodlands hereabouts 
are full of wild flowers, I have hopes of finding 
even white violets if I have time to go and look for 
them. But I have presently to go to Court and 
swear the Grand Jury, then I have to write a testi- 
monial for Walrond^ who is standing for the Pro- 
fessorship of Latin at Glasgow 5 then I have to 
write to M. de Ciroourt at Paris; then I have to get 
ready an, old lecture,^ which I am going to give 
tor SVoude for Frcteer; then I have to go off to 
BD^ddesdoii, three or four miles from here on the 

t “ Dante and Beatrice.'^ Fraser*$ Magazine^ May 18^. 
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railroad, to inspect a school, and shall get back 
only just in time to sit half an hour in Court with 
the Judge before dressing for dinner to receive the 
magistrates. To-morrow I shall reton to London, 
whether the Judge has finished her^r not, but in 
the morning before I start I shall try hard to get 
into the copses towards Panshanger along the side 
of the river Mimram. 

Dearest El. dines with us in Chester Square 
to-morrow, and from her I shall hear all about 
Susy. My ticket will just do for that dear old 
gir!4 and Miss ITicholls will have the Judge^s ticket 
and go with her. I shall escort and deposit them, 
but then, if the streets are passable, I shall get 
away and join Flu at 60 Pall Mall, as I want to see 
how the children like the whole thing. I wish 
dear Fan could be in London, as she *would like 
the sight. ^ For my part I should be glad to be 
out of it. The really fine sight will be that which 
only the people in the procession will have — the 
line of gaily-dressed people all along the decorated 
streets. This will be a beautiful sight, I should 
think, but in the beauty of an English procession 
in itself I have no belief. — Your ever affectionate 

M. A. 

To the Same. 

Chelmsfobd, March 18, 1868. 

Mt dsabest Mother — Though late, I write at 
last. I had your letter on Tuesday moming^ut 
to answer it on that day was impossibfe/^On 

1 The entry of Princess Alexandra of Benmarlc Into iS^Kflon. 
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Wednesday I had the jonjney herej a school to 
inspect, and the magistrates to entertain at dinner, 
beside^‘ making abstracts of a dozen records for the 
irtsj Prins ^nrt here. Yesterday I had a school 
to inspect t^miles beyond Colchester, from which 
I got bact jimt in time for the bar dinner, and only 
just, ^gorday I have had a light school here, and 
hoped fe'get back to London, but the Judge is 
moving so slowly with his causes that I am much 
afraid we shall be kept over to-night. I am re- 
joiced the rejoicings are over. London was not 
liveable in from the crowds in the streets all day 
and all night. We saw the entry very well from 
Cumin's rooms in Pall Mall. Y^en we got there 
I found th^e was an attic above with a balcony, 
which w?^t our disposal^ so I went back and / 
fetched Mr^ Tuffin and Nelly, and established 
tiem there. Nelly passed some three hours on 
the balcony running backwards and forwards, pick- 
ing out the mortar from between the stones, and 
making herself as black as ink. The show in the 
street sometimes seemed to amuse her for a minute 
or two, but. she never attended to it long. On 
Tuesd^ night we started at seven, with the Pors- 
ters^?g%Croppers, in a van. The proper person 
Erected the route was Fanny Lucy, as she 
cockney,, tod understands London sight- 
seeing thoroughly 5 biowever, it was William's van,* 
and he and J[aiie their own notions about the 
rcffijjj^.with wM^,' of course, one did not like tb 
ini^to^ j ' the result was tiiat they saw very little, 
little after immense delays. We^,-got* 
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jammed at fiyde Park Corner. within ten minutes 
of onr starting. I liad resigned myself to my 
fate with a silent shudder, when happily Dicky 
announced that he was very tired md that he 
ws^jited to go to bed. I jumped out of the van, 
had Dicky handed to me, and soon found myself 
on the pavement. There Dicky began to dance 
about and to beg me to walk in the streets with 
him to see the illuminations. This we did, and 
were home a little after ten, having seen Piccadilly, 
St. James’s Street, Pall Mall, Cockspur Street, 
and Westminster — all the best of the illumina- 
tions. In St. James’s Street the crowd was very 
great, but it was very good-humoured, and every 
one was very kind to Dicky. In the?* City they 
seem to have had a shocking businei^. I hope 
there may be no more London rejoicings in my 
time, but, if there are, Fanny Lucy has deter- 
mined to go on foot to see the illuminations. 
Budge has returned to Laleham rather disconso- 
lately, but he seems to be doing well there, and is 
much improved in looks since he went. I send you 
a very interesting letter from the friend of Guerin 
who edited his Bemuins^ The only surviving 
sister, Marie de Guerin, has sent lue, throlij^ hiytn, 
her sister Eugenie’s volume. Marie de Gn^|J^ yj 
I am told, a nun at Toulouse. Their having f ounq 
out jflie article in Fraser showi^ more attention to 
what is passing in English literature than I^^ad 
believed the French paidj but they hate'^lfeit 
Guizot calls the “ amour des choses de Pespiffl^so 
strong that they manage not to miss ar^|ing 
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capable of interesting them when the subject is 
anything that is marqmnt in their literature. — 
Zour ever affectionate M. A. 

To the Some. 

Richmond, April 8 , 1863. 

Mt dearest Mother — I rejoined the Judge at 
Kingston yesterday, and to-day, a little after three, 
we finished, and the Judge and I drove over here. 
Plu will think, when I do not return to dinnor, 
that we are kept another day at Kingston, and will 
be agreeably surprised when I appear between ten 
and eleven to-night, bringing Budge with me, who 
came here yesterday, and slept here last night. 
Lady Z^'ightman has a house on the hill for six 
weeks. It has been wet all the morning, and is 
still showery, but the airr has been softened, and 
everything has taken a step. The thorns and 
chestnuts are in leaf, and aU the other trees bud- 
ding. I have had a delightful scamper through 
the Park with Budge and little Mary Benson, tak- 
ing them into the wildest parts, through great 
jungles of dead fern, to the loveliest ponds, and 
over slopes where the great <»ks are standing, 
.anlb’^e herds of deer lying under them. The 
^S^iildr^ were perfectly delighted with the deer, 
having never seen deer close before,, and Budge 
was never tired of putting the herds up and seeing 
th^* bound ofL 
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To the Same. 

Thursday^ April 9, 1863. 

I was intermpted by dinner. You ask about 
Greg’s article.^ Greg’s it certainly is. He sent 
itf to me. Tbe direction was Ms bandwriting and 
the stamp was the Customs stamp. It is very 
civil. You must have had an imperfect account 
of it. Of course, it controverts my doctrine, but 
without any vice at all. Greg’s mistake lies in 
representing to Ms imagination the existence of 
a great body of people excluded from the conso- 
lations of the Bible by the popular Protestant 
doctrine of verbal inspiration. That is stuff. The 
mass of people take from the Bible what suits 
them, and quietly leave on one side all that does 
not. He, like so many other people, does not 
apprehend the vital distinction between religion 
and criticism. 'But I have no space for all this. — 
Your ever affectionate M. A. 

To the Some. 

Bamsoatb, April 17, 1863. 

My dearest Mother — Ho doubt your letter 
waiting for me in Chester Square, but if I d^not 
write tin I have read it, my letter wrill not Te^a^ 
you on Sunday; so I write &om this place, -^McK 
we leave to-morrow to return to Chester Square. 
We came down on Monday, bringing with us 
and Lucy. We are staying at the Eoyal l^tel, 

i‘*Tnith versus Edification,” Westminster Sevi^t April 
1863. * ' 
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wMch^ as inns go, is not a bad one; at any rate, it 
is the best here, and looks full on tbe harbour and 
pier, the latter having its entrance within a stone^s 
throw of the inn door. We have had east winds, 
and the cliffs are chalk cliffs, and Eamsgate is in 
the Isle of Thanet, and to the great charm of 
Nature — the sense of her inexhaustible variety, 
her infinity — east wind, chalk cliffs, and Thanet 
are all unfavourable. Bast wind makes the world 
look as if you saw it all before you bare and sharp, 
cold and bright. Chalk cliffs add to this impres- 
sion, with their pettiness and clearness, and Thanet, 
which has no trees and a wonderfully bright atmos- 
phere, adds to it farther. The charm and mystery 
of a broken, wooded, dark-stoned landscape under 
a soufh-west wind one can never get a sense of here. 
StD^lllljre is the sea, and that is something even 
for me'f for the children it is everything. You 
never saw such enjoyment. Out the moment we 
arrived on Monday with pails and spades at work 
on the sand; and out all day and every day since, 
digging sand, picking up shells, gathering daisies 
(iiey are cockneys enough to be delighted with 
even daisies) in the fields at the top of the cliff, 
ridihg on donkeys, or going in a ^ boat in the har- 
bour and just outside. Then there |s the pier to 
l&mge and the shipping to w^atch^' It has 

done them^ ^th great good^ They ' are a very 
happy couple ^ together, and Lunyas appetite has 
doubled. I have been out a great deal inspecting, 
but yesterday we drove to Broadstairs together, 
and to-day we have been to Margate together, 
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walked on the pier and gone on the walks at the 
top of the cliff. Unless the bill quite ruins us, I 
shall think it was well worth while to bring them. 
Flu has been delighted to have them. The sea 
dqss not suit either her or me so well as it suits 
the children, however j and we have both been 
rattier bilious, and I have had some return of 
toothache. I am in fair work, however. I have 
done my Spinoza article for the Times (if the 
Times will but print it, now that the Session is 
going on), ^ and I am half through Eugenie de 
Guerin, Ae hook, not my article on her. After 
all they say about her I have been a little disap- 
pointed. I mean she is not comparable for genius, 
or at least for expression and poetical power, to 
her brother. My love to Fan. I muirt dress for 
dinner. — Your ever affectionate A. 

To the Same, 

2 CBDffisrsR SQUi.RB, April 26, 1863. 

My deabest Mother— I don’t know whether I 
shall have time to finish this before Flu appears, 
but I hope so, for I do not like you to pass a week 
without a letter. I came back yesterday from 
Oxford. Stanley took advantage of my visit to 
ask some of , the Puseyite party whom he wanted. * 
to ask, but could hardly ask without the excuse^ 
a strainer to meet; we had a very pleasant^ and 
success^ party of this kind. Henry BunseA 
staying with Stanley, and him I always like. 
weather was fine but with a detestable cold wind, 
so that a new poem about the Cumner hfflside, and 
^ It appeared in MamiiUam^a Ma>gomm, 
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Clough, in connexion with it, which I meant to 
have begun at Oxford this week, I could not begin. 
I have been accumulating stores for it, however. 
I enjoyed the country in spite of the wind^ and 
send Fan a ^^Turk^s Cap,^^ which I think does not 
grow at the lakes. There are white and purple, 
and in places they cover the meadows by^the 
Thames. I have read through Eugdnie de Guerin, 
and must now fall to work and make my article 
upon her this next week. It will not be such a 
labour of love as I imagined beforehand it would 
be, though she is a truly remarkable person. I 
have also engaged fco give Macmillan an article on 
the French Lyc^es for their June number. So I 
have my hands pretty well full. — Your ever affec- 
tionate M. A. 


Tb the Samie* 


May 9, 1863. 


Mt dearest Mother — The week shall not end 
without my writing, so at the close of a paragraph 
I have shut up my Eugenie de Guerin, and betaken 
myself to this sheet of note-paper- I had promised 
the article for to-day, but I have got an extension 
of time till Monday. I think the article will be in- 
teresting, but the sister ianot so good a subject as 
the brother. 

- Flu and I went to Oxford on Tuesday. I left her 
at Wallingford Boad Station, and walked through 
the meadows by the Thames, in a violent shower of 
rain (the only one we have had for weeks and weeks) 
to Benson. There I insp^t^ a school, went back 
to Wall in gford Boad, Oxford just in time to 
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dress for dinner at Arthur Stanley's. There was 
a very grand party: Lady Westmorland and her 
daughter Lady Eose Fane, Lady Hobart, and all 
the young lords at Christ Church. Mrs. Charles 
Bnxton was staying there, and I sat by her. Stan- 
ley is the pleasantest host possible ; he takes such 
painf to make everybody pleased, and to introduce 
them to the people they will like to know. Flu and 
I were staying at the Listers, but my day was this : 
I got up at six, had a light breakfast alone, started 
by a train at 7.30, inspected a school, got back about 
two, worked in the Taylor Library till five, when 
the Library closes, then went out to make calls and 
do business in Oxford, and got home to dress for 
dinner. The Listers are very hospitable, and I hate 
staying at an inn, but I could hardly have used their 
house in this way unless I had had Flu with me, to 
give them a little more of her company than I gave 
them of mine. Yesterday I went to Chipping Hor- 
ton, while Flu came up here, and I followed by a 
train at half-past three in the afternoon, arriving in 
Chester Square at seven to dress, and then having 
to be off to dine with the Lingens the other side of 
London at eight. To-day I have been here since 
about eleveti, working. All this is a busy life, but 
I am very well, and enjoy it. Inspecting is a liith 
too much as lie business half of one’s life in con-^; 
tradistinction to the inward and spiritual half of it, 
or 1 should be quite satisfied. To-night we dine 
with the Forsters. He seems better, but not well, 
and, I think, ought to get out of town for a few 
days. — Your ever, affectionate M. A. 
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To M, E. Grant Duff^ M.P- 

2 Cbdsstbb SQiTUuSf JHay 14, 1863. 
My dear Mr. Grajstt Dotp — Many ttianks 
botli to yoi;t and to your friend. I liave no doubt 
theye axe many tMngs in Ms editipn of Heine wMbh 
I liave not read, j)ut, as Hapoleon said, ^^Il'faut 
savtir ae bomer.^^ I am even going, for tlie sall^"'of 
a restricted ^cadrs, to make my text tbe Bom/mcero 
only, illustrating my remarks upon it by some quo- 
tations from the other works, but of these quota- 
tJ^ I have more than I can use already. So with 
many thanks I will decline your offer. My object 
is not so much to give a literary Mstory of Heine^s 
works, as to mark Ms place in modem European 
letters, and the special tendency and significance 
of what he did. 

I am glad Mrs. Giant Duff is better, and we shall 
certainly try and come to her on Saturday night. 
Believe me, ever sincerely yours, 

Matthew Arnodd. 

To Ms Mother, 

The ATKBMU«,*:a£!9i^ 19, 1868^ 
My dearest Mother — tMs will 
go to-night, but I will write of its 

reaching you before you leave ^ ^ 

I shall see dear old Budge, "who irill come 

home on Saturday to stay Suao^y. % think 1 told 
you he had, at my ins0^^oiii>^^mckled to afid gdt a 
Sene for his Syntax, .in was ^qui^ new 

to him, he had been finally difScufty*- The 
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merit of Budge is, thougli lie is an idle dog, that he 
can, and will, answer to a call. He says he liies 
school much better now, and that he is getting on 
very well. Matt Buckland told me he was a gen- 
eral favourite from his good temper; pleasantness I 
shdhld call what he has, rather than good temper. 
Helly is getting the most jolly, noisy, boyish, mis- 
chie^us duck in the world; and her tongue is 
exceedingly pretty. 

I have been bothered composing a letter to Sainte 
Beuve, who has sent me the new edition of his poems. 
Every one is more sensitive about his poems th^n 
about his other works, and it is not on Sainte 
Beuve^s poems that his fame will rest; indeed, ex- 
cept in songs, X do not see that Erench verse co/fb be 
truly satisfactory. I myself think even Molifere’s 
verse plays inferior to his prose ones. However, 
Sainte Beuve^s poems have all his talent in them, al- 
though they have not exactly the true charm of 
poetry ; but it was difficult to say this in a way he 
would like. I have at last written and sent to him 
a letter with which I am tolerably well satisfied, but 
it has given me a great deal of trouble. I saw the 
Guardian ; it is a paper X like, and generally read. 
It is, however^ getting alienated from me, and will 
get yet more^. IJo'an eminently decorous clerical 
journal my i^S^ncy to say exactly what I think 
about things^ and. people is thoroughly distasteful and 
disquieting. However, one cannot change English 
ideas so much as, if X live, X hope to change them, 
without saying imperturbably what one thinks and 
making a good many ^%le uncomfortable. The 

YOU I. — 





TO HIS MOTHER. 


great thing is to speak without a particle of vice, 
malice, or rancour. — Your ever affectionate 


M. A. 


To the Same, 

The Athenjettm, June 16, 186S. 

Mv DEAREST MoTHER — A Week missed in my 
correspondence with you ! but that dear, good little 
Flu has more than supplied my place. I have been 
very busy indeed with my lecture on Heine, which 
much interested me. I have just been reading a 
foreign review article on the University of Oxford, 
and the writer, pointing out how the mere school- 
boy instruction of the colleges has superseded the 
University instruction, says : Le vide se fait au- 
tour des chaires de PUniversit^ : les hautes etudes 
out des repr^sentants que personne n^dcoute et ne 
comprend^ T^tudiant reste toujouxs holier.” I 
have almost always a very fair attendance ; to be 
sure, it is chiefly composed of ladies, but the above 
is so far true that I am obliged always to think, in 
composing my lectures, of the public who will read 
me, not of the dead bones who will hear me, or my 
spirit would fail. Tell Edward that there was, nev- 
ertheless, one thing which even, a wooden Oxford 
audience gave way to — Hen^^^ wit. " I gave them 
about two pages of speohnens of posi- 

tively laughed aloud,. I have h^ two applications 
for the lecture from inaga?iines, but I shall print i1^ 
if I can, in the OomhiHj because it both pays best 
and has much the largeelr^ Circle of mders. Eu- 
genie de Gru^rin seem^^*Tbe muoh,Jiked, but I 
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don’t anybody’s pleasure in it gives me so 

much, pleasure as dear old Torn’s.^ 

Did Flu tell you that I liad a very civil note 
from the Senior Proctor offering me an invitation 
for her as "well as myself to the banquet to be 
given to the Prince and Princess by the Univer- 
sity at All Souls’? My own single desire is to 
escape the whole thing, but if that old duck 
Edward had gone up to All Souls’ I don’t think 
I should have been able to resist. They will have 
bad weather, I am afraid, however. It is now 
pouring. How you must be catching it in Corn- 
wall I and the one consolation which I should have 
— that it is good for fishing — does not affect you. 
StiU, with or without fishing, how I should like to 
be down with you in Cornwall I 

Plu and I lunched with Lady de Eothschild on 
Sunday, and she gave us a splendid box of bon- 
bons for the children. Tell little Edward the box 
was like a trunk, and you take out tray after tray, 
and in each tray there is a layer of a different sort 
of bon-bon. Kiss that dear little man for me, and 
for Dicky also. 

On Sunday night I dined with Monckton Milnes, 
and met all the advanced liberals in religion and 
politics, and a Cingalese in full costume ; so that, 
having lunched with the Eothschilds, I seemed to 
be passing my day among Jews, Turks, infidels, 
and heretics. But the philosophers were fearful! 
G. Lewes, Herbert Spencer, a sort of pseudo-Shelley 

1 His brother, Tboroas Arnold, aftervrards FeUow of the Royal 
University of Ireland. 
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called Swinburne, and so on. Froude, however, was 
there, and Browning, and Buskin; the latter and I 
had some talk, but I should never like him. ... I 
have just met Eber^ here, and asked him to dinner, 
but it is doubtful whether he will be able to come. 
Would Susy think it worth while to come up 4om 
Liverpool to see him once more before he dies? 
My^ove to Fan and Edward. — Your ever affectionate 

M. A, 


To the Seme, 

Thb ATHENiEUM, July 1, 1863. 

My dearest Mother — Many thanks for your 
letter, and thank dear old Edward for his, and for 
the hand-bill, which I shall send to one of my 
Wesleyan friends, who is a little sore abput my 
attack on Methodism.^^ I send Edward a slip 
cut out of the Proceedings,, from which he will 
see the exact terms of Cecil’s ^motion- GecB has 
very strong ground, from the terms of the instruc- 
tions under which Watkins and all the full inspect- 
ors were appointed; these instructions say expressly 
that we are to report for the informoMon of Pa/rlia- 
rmity to enable the two Houses to determine what 
mode of distributing the Parliamentary grant will 
be most advantag§ypus to the country. Lowe’s as- 
sertion in his speech the other day tlmt the Inspect- 

1 General Eber, a Hnngarian refugee, who taught languages. 

2 Lord Robert Cecil, M.P„ afterwards lord Salisbury, moved 
a Resolution condemning Hr. Lowe for ** mutilating'’ the Re- 
ports of Inspectors of Schools, 
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ors “ report to the Council Office^ and the Council 
OflBLce, if it thiifiks fit, prints their reports as an 
appendix to its own report,” is at direct variance 
with the language of the instructions. Still it is 
difftcult to foretell how the division will go, as, of 
course, Lowe will get a strong whip made for him ; 
but the debate will probably in any case do good. 
I cannot go to the House, as I dine out on Friday 
night, but I am better pleased not to be seen in 
the matter. 

The Forsters dine with us to-night, but Tom 
dines with the Lingens. William seems to have 
made a good speech, and Bright’s mention of his 
father must have very much gratified him. FT o pub- 
lic man in this country will be damaged by having 
even fanaticism” in his hatred of slavery imputed 
to him. — Your ever affectionate M. A. 

To his Wife. 

Cambridge, July 26, 1863, 
Sunday Evening. 

It is a fine, warm day, and I have never seen 
Cambridge look so beautiful. We dined in the hall 
of Triniiy at four o’clock (think of that I), and sat 
in Combination Boom till half-past six ; then Pol- 
lock and I sferoUed through tfie fields to G-ran- 
chester, the only pretty walk about Cambridge. 
The ground is broken, the Cam, really a pretty 
stream, and tolerably clear, flows beside you ; the 
woods of Trumpington Park and the pretty church 
and cottages of Granchester close the horizon. I 
should so like to have strolled about with you this 
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lovely afternoon at' the backs of the colleges and 
heard yonr dear remarks. I have made up my 
mind that I should like the post of Master of 
Trinity. We strolled back from G-ranchester by 
moonlight ; it made me melancholy to think ho^r at 
one time I was in the fields every summer evening 
of my life, and now it is such a rare event to find 
myself there. 

To Mrs. Forster. 

Nokwioh, August 1, 1863. 

Mt dearest K. — When do you go abroad ? 
At this time of general moving I will not deny that 
I have desires which carry me out of England, but 
they are not very strong, as I more and more lose 
taste for the ordinary short hurried journeys, on 
or near beaten routes, among crowds of travellers, 
which one generally makes at this season of the 
year; and for the real enjoyable visit to Italy, 
which I will one day manage to have, and which 
will probably be the only thing of the kind I now 
shall ever have, much as I could have desired to see 
Grreece, too, and the East, I know that my time 
is not yet come. So I shall go quietly to Eelix- 
stowe next Thursday, and from there, in some 
three weeks time, ip Eox How. I have work to do 
both at Felix^we and at Fox How, and, if I can 
get myself to do that, I am never dissatisfied or 
unhappy. One^s bad time is when one has some 
work in one’s head, but wants courage or free mo- 
ments (though one seldom really wants the latter 
if one has the former) to set about it. 
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I have told you how I admire this old place. It 
is like a continental city, with its broken ground 
and its forty churches. We have been three days 
here, and three times I have been at service in the 
cathedral. That is one of the points in which I have 
an advantage over you. We are both of us by way 
of being without ear for music, but a musical service 
like that of Korwich Cathedral (it is said to be the 
best in England) gives me very high pleasure, and 
to you, I believe, it gives no pleasure at all — Your 
ever affectionate brother, M. A. 

To Lady de RothscMld} 

The Athbn2eum, October 18, 1863. 

Dear Lady db Rothschild — I have just found 
your kiad note on my return to town. I cannot re- 
sist your iavitation, though since my fatal fortieth 
birthday I have given up croquet, but, as you say, 
there will be the woods. Will it suit you if I come on 
Eriday, the 23rd, and depart on Sunday, the 25th ? 
I shall thus be with you on the 24:th, the day you 
name. Then I should come down, as formerly, by 
the fast train in the morning. I must get back to 
London on Sunday night, to be ready for my accus- 
tomed toils on Monday. 

I am very much obliged to you for telling me of 
the article® iu the Westminster y of which I had not 
heard. ,I have just read it here. It contams so 
much praise that you must have thought I wrote it 

1 See p. 166. 

a“Tlie Gntical Character, W$stmin8ter JRewietc, October 
1863. 
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myself, except that I should hardly have called 
myself by the hideous title of “ Professor.^^ * I am 
very glad you liked Heine; he was such a subject 
as oue does not get every day. 

With kindest remembrances to your daughters, 
and compliments to Sir Anthony, believe me, dear 
Lady de Rothschild, ever most sincerely yours, 

Matthew Arholi). 

To Mb Mother. 

The AxHEN-iBUM, October 13, 1863. 

My dearest Mother — I will write to-day, as I 
am not sure of to-morrow, but I hope that we shaU 
still keep, as far as possible, our old days for writing. 
What a happy time we ^ad at Pox How, and what 
a delightful recollection I have,. and shall long 
have, of you with the children, particularly with 
the two dear little girls I Habit reconciles one to 
everything, but I am not yet by any means recon- 
ciled to the change from our Fox How life to our 
life here. Breakfast is particularly dismal, when 
I come into the dining-room to find nobody, instead 
of finding you, to look out on the whity-brown road 
and houses of the square, instead of looking into 
Fairfield, and to eat my breakfast without hearing 
any letters read aloud by Fam At this time of 
year I have a particular liking for the country, and 
the weather on Sunday and yesterday was so beau- 
tiful that it made me quite restless to be off again. 
To-day it is rainiiig, and that composes me a little. 
I send you a note of Lady de Eothschild% which 
you may bum. The Westminster article she was 
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the first to tell me of. I must send it you. It is a 
contrast (all in my favour) of me with Buskin. It 
is the strongest pronunciamento on my side there 
has yet been ; almost too strong for my liking, as it 
may provoke a feeling against me. The reviewer 
says, “Though confident, Mr. Arnold is never self- 
willed ; though bold, he is never paradoxical.” Tell 
Ban to remember this in future when she plays 
croquet with me. I also keep it as a weapon 
against K., who said to me that I was becoming as 
dogmatic as Buskin. I told her the difference was 
that Buskin was “ dogmatic and wrong , and here 
is this charming reviewer who comes to confirm me. 

My love to dear Ban, and thanks for her note ; 
love, too, to dear old Susy. — Your ever most affec- 
tionate M. A. 

To the Same, 

October 29, 1868. 

My DEAREST Mother — I have to-day inspected 
a school, and read some things here which I wanted 
to read. I am having a delightful speU of reading 
without writing before I begin my doubert arti- 
cle. I must begin that in a week’s time, however. 
I have left at home an interesting letter (in Ger- 
man) which I have had lately from a German in 
England on the subject of my Heine article ; Ban 
will translate it to you, unless all the money paid 
to Eber^ was quite thrown away. Papa is men- 
tioned in it. I was in poor force and low spirits 
for the first ten days after I returned; now I am 
all right again, and hope to have a busy year. It 
is very animating to think that one at last has a 
1 See p, 228. 



236 


TO ms MOTHER. 


bert and tb© Prencb Catbolics — to go on and on with 
an article in it. But then tbe article was a very 
interesting one ; it was an account of tbe reception 
Eenan’s book bad met with in Germany, and an 
analysis of tbe reviews of it by tbe representatives 
of tbe most advanced liberal schools — by Ewald 
and Keim. They treat tbe book as having no value 
beyond its graces of writing and style, No doubt, 
there is something of Jealousy in this. Their Bibli- 
cal critics, who have been toiling all their lives, with 
but a narrow circle of readers at tbe end of it all, 
do not like to be so egregiously outshone in tbe eyes 
of tbe world at large by a young gentleman who 
takes it so easy as they think Renan does. StiU, 
their condemnation is important and interesting. 
All tbe more orthodox Protestant schools of Ger- 
many, as well as the Catholics, condemn the book 
as a matter of course, but Ewald and Keim are as 
far removed from orthodox Protestantism . and Ca- 
tholicism as can be imagined. As I said to Miss 
Martineau, when she sent me her friend’s praise of 
Renan’s admirable delineation of the character, etc., 
A character, not the character,” The book, how- 
ever, will feed a movement which was inevitable, 
and from which good will in the end come ; and 
from Renan himself, too, far more good is to be got 
th an harm. 

We have had bad blowing weather, but in Eondon, 
as you say, one does not feel storms as one does at 
Pox How. I wish I was at Pox How for all that. 

We have had with us one day. He was 

quite full of the Lord Palmerston scandal, which 
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your charmiiig newspaper, the Star — that true re- 
flexion of the rancour of Protestant Dissent in alli- 
ance with all the vulgarity, meddlesomeness, and 
grossness of the British multitude — has done all 
it could to spread abroad. It was followed yester- 
day by the Sta^idard, and is followed to-day by the 
Telegraph. Happy people, in spite of our bad cli- 
mate and cross tempers, with our penny newspapers ! 
. . . Flu told you of my seeing myself placarded 
all over London as having written on Marcus Aure- 
lius, and having walked up Eegent Street behind a 
man with a board on his back announcing the same 
interesting piece of news. Ifow I must set to work 
at Joubert. My love to dear Fan. — Your ever most 
affectionate M. A. 


To Miss Arnold. 

ThB AxHENiEUM, LONDON, 

November 11, 1863, 

My dearest Fan — Yes, you may occasionally 
take a Monday for mamma. Business first. There 
was ^ Plato at Fox How — a rubbishy little Tauch- 
nitz edition in several volumes, half bound by the 
hideous art of Combe and Grossley, Bugby and 
Leicester ; but it had the value of being the edition 
dear papa chiefly used when Plato was the lesson 
in the Sixth Form. I have not got it. I may tell 
you candidly that not even my reverence for papa's 
memory would induce me to read Plato in such a 
book. It is possible that Tom or Edward may have 
it, but I have a certain sort of notion of having seen 
the book in one of the upper shelves of the library 
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at !Fox How. Wlien last I saw it, a volume, if not 
two, was missing. But it is probably Plato’s 

lie wbicb D wishes to read with bis daughter. 

She will there learn how the sage recommends a com- 
munity of wives. One or two copies of the Rejpulh 
liCyin papery there used to be close by the Aristofies. 

It is your own fault that so much of my valuable 
space has been taken up by this rubbish. I am in 
low spirits, having taken the first volume of Jou- 
bert in a cab to the Penchurch Street Station with 
me to-day, and left it in the cab. I am furious 
with myself ; the book is gone, and the lecture at 
a standstill. My only hope is that the cabman, 
whom I overpaid, may calculate that the half-crown 
he might get from me for bringing it back is more 
than any book-stall keeper would ever give him for 
an odd volume, and may appear this evening with 
the lost one, 

"When you wrote you did not know that Stanley 
was Dean of Westminster. It is now said with so 
mnj^h assurance that he is going to be married to 
Lady Augusta Bruce that I begin to believe it. 
She is the one person I could hear without misgiv- 
ing of his marrying. All I have ever seen of her 
Hike very much. In my note of congratulation 
about the deanery I mentioned this other topic. 
You shall hear what he says. The only thing is I 
am surprised, if it is true, he should not have mitten 
to mamma to tell her of it. 

Ty children are ail very weU, and Vieforine ^ 
continues to give great satisfaction. You know all 

1 A French in»sery*maid* 
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people say about maid-servants being educated to 
be above their place. Well, with English maid- 
servants, it is odd, there is some truth in it. They 
get information without any corresponding refine- 
ment, and that sticks them up; but this French 
gM is doubled in value by her good education, 
which, while raising her above servant-galism, has 
yet left her simple and willing to work. Nelly 
grows an immense duck, and is entirely Victorine^s 
favourite. My love to dearest mamma. — Your ever 
affectionate M. A. 

To Mrs. Forster. 

November 14, 1863. 

Mt dearest K. — You will have been greatly 
interested by Arthur Stanley’s deanery and engage- 
ment. I have twice in Paris seen a good deal of 
Lady Augusta, and like and respect her exceedingly. 
The only thing I do not like in the whole change is 
that I am afraid Stanley will not have the right 
successor at Oxford, and that he himself is using 
his influence against the right successor (Church) ^ 
in favour of a wrong one, who is his immediate dis- 
ciple. This I should greatly regret. I am glad 
to hear, however, that Gladstone, who in such an 
appointment ought to have great weight with Lord 
Palmerston, is most pressing for Church. 

1 have never had an opportunily of saying to you 
how gcKDd I thought William’s speech at Leeds 
so me^^rate that I actually expected it to^ have 

^ The Rev. R. W. Church, afterwards Dean of St. Paul's. 

2 Against intervention in the American War ; September 
21, 1868. 
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somewhat carried the Ti'ms with it. This mirar 
cle it did not perform, but it attracted a general 
interest, and, I think, a general assent, which must 
haye pleased you very much. I think in this con- 
cluding half of the century the English spirit 
is destined to undergo a great transformation ( or 
rather,^ perhaps I should say, to perform a great 
evolution, and I know no one so well fitted as 
William, by his combined intelligence and modera- 
tion, to be the parliamentary agent and organ for 
this movement. That will be a post well -^orth a 
man^s ambition to fill. I shall do what I can for 
this movement in literature ; freer perhaps in that 
sphere than I could be in any other, but with the 
risk always before me, if I bannot charm the wild 
beast of Philistinism while I am trying to convert 
him, of being tom in pieces by^'Sim f and, even if 
I succeed to tK^htmost and convert him, of dying 
in%^ditch or a workhous'e at the end of it all. — 
Your ever affectionate M. A. 


To Mb Mother, 

The ATHBNiETJM, Niyoember 19, 1863. 

Mt dearest Mother — Thank you for your let- 
ter, which I coijld not answer yesterday, and have 
been very near not answering to-day, so busy I am 
with reading for my lecture* The lectoe has to be 
given ,pn Saturday week, and not a word writi^MR-et I 
iikeilieie, Pan will say, and you will take mjrpart. 
And next week will be interrupted, besides that I . 
shall have to inspect every day. On the Monday 
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week following I must be back in London for the 
Christmas examination^ and during that examination 
I must write the second part of my Fr&nch Eton ^ 
for MacmiUan. I am anxious about this second part, 
as the prejudices are strong, and I want to prevail 
against them 5 this cannot be done without prodigies 
of persuasion and insinuation. But we shall see. 
Then after Christmas I mean to take a fortnight 
without thinking of any composition at all, merely 
reading one or two things I want to read, and doing 
my ofifio© business. Indeed, next year I mean to do 
noth i ng for the magazines except one article on 
the effect of institutions like the French Academy. 
But I hope to do some poetry and to ripefh. Tell 
Fan I have got the volume of Joubert That is 
the good of alw^s overpaying cabmen. I gave 
the man who drote me that day,^as I always do, 
sixpence over his fare; he thanked me, and” Jus 
heart had a kindly feeling towards me. Then 
afterwards he found my book in his cab, and 
brought it back that evening to Chester Square, 
from whence he had driven me. I have not seen 
of Jean Ingelow more than I had seen in the Guar- 
diam, when I spoke to Fan about her. She seemed 
to me to be quite above the common,^^ but I have 
not read enough of her to say more. It is a great 
deal to give one true feeling in poetry, and I thiuk 
she',te^ed to be able to do that; but I do not at 
prespll very much care for poetry unless ,^feoan 
give me true thoagM as well. It is the aUisu^ of 

1 A French Eton; or Middle Close Education and the State, 
1864 . 

VOL. I. — R 
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these two that mates great poetry, the only poetry 
really worth very much. 

William haa got the house in Eccleston Square. 
He dined with us last night. . . . He and Jane 
seem to have t!)ioroughly liked my Marcus Aurelius. 
I have not yet heard w'hether you and Fan have 
read it. I am not quite pleased with my Times 
Spinpea as an article for MamiiUm ; ^ it has too 
much of the brassiness and smartness of a Times 
article in it. This should be a warning to me not 
to ^te for the Times, or indeed for any news- 
paper. — Your ever affectionate M, A. 

^ To the Same. 

Newcastle-on-Ttke, 
December 2, 1863. 

Mt mabest Mother — I hope to find a letter 
from^you at DurWm, whither we are going pres- 
ently, but I shall begin this here, for fear of acci- 
dents. When last I wrote to you I was driven 
very* hard} however, by dint of writing in the 
train and at stations in every bit of spare time I 
got on Eriday, and of getting up at five on Satur- 
day morning, my lecture was finished in time, and 
at half-past one I reached Oxford^ and at two gave 
my lecture. Arthur Stanley was not there, as the 
Crown Princess of Prussia was being lionised over 
Oxford, and for the same reason many of my #^di- 
nary ^arera werenhsent} but the room wa]|5^, 
there "^ing many more undergraduate than lisual- 

1 ‘*A Word more al^t MamiiU 

December 1863. ' , 
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People seemed mucli interested, and I am convinced 
that the novelty of one’s subjects acts as a great 
and useful stimulus. I had slept at Mentmore on 
Friday night, the Meyer de Eothschilds’ place. 
M^er is the youngest brother, but Mentmore is 
the grandest place possessed by any of the family j 
its magnificence surpasses belief. It is like a 
Venetian palace doubled in size, and all Europe 
has been ransacked to fill it with appropriate furni- 
ture. In the great hall hang three immense lamps, 
which formerly did actually belong to a doge of 
Venice. All the openings in this great hall are 
screened by hangings of Gobelins tapestry, and 
when you stand in the passage that runs round 
this hall from the top of the grand staircase, and 
look through the arcades across and down into the 
hall, it is like fairyland. Lady de Rothschild and 
her daughters had come over from Aston Clinton 
to meet me, and at_ dinner I sat between Lady de 
Rothschild and Baroness Meyer. The latter is a 
very remarkable person, with a man’s power of mind, 
and with great enthusiasm, but my unapproached 
favourite is, and will always be. Lady de Rothschild. 

I went to bed at twelve, and at five I woke, 
found the fire hardly gone out and the room quite 
warm, so I lighted my candles, seated myself at 
a little Louis XV. table, and had three hours 
of splendid work, which finished my lecture. At 
eight I went to bed again for an hour, at nme got 
up and strolled on the terraces, looking ^ the 
splendid view across the vale of Aylesbury to the 
Chiltems till a little after ten, when we break- 
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fasted. Then I sat a little with the Baroness 
Meyer in her boudoir, and at a little after eleven 
they sent me to Leighton as they had fetched me 
from it — with horses that did the five miles in 
twenty-five minutes. Both the Baron and Baroness 
were very kind, and I have almost promised to go 
there again between Christmas and April, and to 
take Flu with me, who will be enchanted with the 
place. I got back to Chester Square about seven, 
found dear old K. and William there, dined with 
them, and got to King’s Cross about nine. I had 
a capital night journey, having taken plenty of 
wraps, and making for myself a bed with my port- 
manteau and the cushions to fill up the middle 
space of the carriage. At five I got here, and 
found the people up waiting for me, and a blazing 
fire in my room 5 I went to bed, and slept capitaily 
for three hours. In the afternoon I walked about 
Newcastle with the Judge. On Monday I worked 
all day at Office papers and cleared off my arrears 
while the Judge was sitting in court*, we dined 
afterwards. Yesterday he had finished 
his business, so we went to Tynemouth together. 
It was a sombre day, and blew tremendously, but 
I am very glad to have seen Tynemouth. I had 
no notion how open the sea was, how beautiful the 
situation of the Priory, and how grand the coast. 
There is a long new pier made, and steiding on 
this watching the steamers tugging vessels over 
the bar, which, from the wind and swells was a 
difficult operation, I got quite perished.^ Back 
here and dressed for dianer, and at seven we went 
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in the High Sheriff's carriage to Eavens worth 
Castle to dine with Lord Eavensworth. It is a 
yery grand place. Lady Eavensworth is dead. 
He has three grown-np daughters at home, and 
there was a very small party staying in the house 
— Sir Matthew White Eidley, Morritt of Eokehy, 
and others. It was very pleasant, the Liddells 
being all an amiable family, and with nothing at 
all of the English morgue; and after dinner Lord 
Eavensworth seized upon me to consult me about 
his Latin poetry, of which I had to read a great 
deal, and he has given me a great deal more. I 
could have dispensed with this, though he is 
rather a proficient at it; but I like and respect 
these polite” tastes in a grandee; it weakens the 
English nobility that they are so dying out among 
them. They were far more common in the last 
century. At present far too many of Lord Eavens- 
worth’s class are mere men of business, or mere 
farmers, or mere horse-racers, or mere men of 
pleasure. Here is a long letter which deserves a 
double letter next week, one from both you and 
Fan. My love to her. — Your ever affectionate 

M. A. 

To Lady de Bothschild. 

The ATHBN-ffiJUM, Loimoir, 
December 21, 1868. 

ISCsr DEAE Lady de Bothschild — Pray give 
Sir Anthony my best thanks for the kind present 
of game from Aston Clinton. From the "game I 
conclude Sir Anthony has been shooting his covers, 
and from the covers having been shot I conclude 
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you have been having your house full; meanwhile, 
I have had a triste time of it, having been greatly 
shocked and grieved by the sudden death of Mrs. 
Amold^s father, Mr. Justice Wightman, at York, 
a day or two after I had left him in perfect health. 
When I saw you at Mentmore I was just going to 
join him on the winter circuit. Though nearly 
eighty, he had not shown the slightest failure up 
to the hour of his death. His hearing was perfect, 
and he did not even use glasses, so you may im- 
agine what an unlooked-for shock his sudden death 
of a heart complaint — which no one ever suspected 
— gave his family, none of whom could reach him 
from. London before he died. Then came all the 
time before the funeral, and the funeral itself — 
certainly, as we moderns manage these things, 
the most dismal and depressing business possible, 
— and one emerges into Hhe light of day again, 
oneseK half-effaced, and without spirit or tone. 

Shall you be in Grosvenor Place in the next 
wei^ two? If I don^t see you, look in the 
January number of the NaUonai Beview for my 
article on Joubert; I think it will interest you. 
K I outlive you (you see how cheerful 1 am just 
now) I will send your daughters a description of 
Madame de Beaumont, taken from Joubert's let- 
ters, which wonderfully suits you. Remember me 
to them and to Sir Anthony. — Yours ever most 
sincerely, ^ Matthew AitNOim. 

Have you read Fet Manforiet^ If not, let me send 
it you. 

^ By tli6 anthoj and his Frimds. 
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To his Mother. 

The Athenaeum, London^ 
December 24, 1863. * 

•My dearest Mother — Business first. I am 
deliglited with the wooden platter and bread knife, 
for which articles I have long had a fancy, the 
platter too I like all the better for not having an 
inscription, only a border of com ears. Dear 
Kowland^s book has not yet come. Thank her for 
it all the same, and teU her I will write to her 
when I receive it. And thank dear K. for her 
letter, and dear Fan for her note, and receive all 
my thanks for your own, my dearest mother. 

While writing these last words I have heard the 
startling news of the sudden death of Thackeray. 
He was found dead in his bed this morning. If 
you have not seen it in the newspaper liefore you 
read this, you will all be greatly startled and 
shocked, as I am. I have heard no particulars. 

. . . Still, this sudden cessation of an existence so 
lately before one^s eyes, so vigorous and full of life, and 
so considerable a power in the country, is very sobering, 
if, indeed, after the shock of a fortnight ago, one still 
needs sobering. To-day I am forty-one, the middle 
of life in any case, and for me, perhaps, much more 
than the middle. I have ripened, and am ripening 
so slowly that I should be glad of as much time 
as possible, yet I can feel, I rejoice to say, an in- 
ward spring which seems more and more to gain 
strength, and to promise to resist outward shocks, 
if they must come, however rough. But of this 
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inward spring one must pot talk, for it does not 
like being talked about, and threatens to depart if 
one will not leave it in mystery. 

Budgets letter wMcb you sent us was a great 
pleasure to me, far the longest of his I have seen, 
and the TiMveU of his reason for its length was 
charming* We are very well pleased with him, 
and with Matt Buckland^s account of him; and 
that school does not harden his heart is a great 
peril surmounted. He cried bitterly at his grand- 
papa^s funeral, ^d Matt Buckland writes me word 
that he could not sleep the night after. This was 
not his i^rief perhaps so much as his imagination, » 
which had been strongly moved by the service, the 
hear^, the plumes, the coflan; but in a healthy 
boy like Budge one is pleased that the imagination 
too should be alive. Blu tells me that his account 
to her of the funeral was quite beautiful, and most 
affecting. He was a great favourite of his grand- 
papa's, and what one likes is that he should now 
f ee!||3Ws with tenderness, and not, with the hideous 
levit|s^ our nature, instantly forget it. 

We dine to-morrow in Eaton Place, where I have 
dined on so many Christmas Days. The first 
Christmas Day after our marriage we spent at Pox 
How; every one since that I have passed with the 
Jmige. 

My love to all at Pox How on Christmas Day. 
— Your ever most affectionate M. A. 
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To Mrs, Forster, 

The ATHENiEUM (January 1864). 

lir DEAREST K. — I was Very much pleased 
with William’s speech ^ at Bradford, and he seems 
to me more and more to be acquiring a tone and 
spirit in his public speeches which wHl give him 
a character apart, and distinguish him from the 
old stagers, whose stock vulgar Liberalism will 
not satisfy even the middle class, whose wants it 
was originally modelled to meet, much longer. 
This treatment of politics with one’s thought, or 
with one’s imagination, or with one’s soul, in place 
of the common treatment of them with one’s Phi- 
listinism and with one’s passions, is the only thing 
which can reconcile, it seems to me, any serious per- 
son to politics, with their inevitable wear, waste, 
and sore trial to all that is best in one. I consider 
that William’s special distinction is that he treats 
them with his soul, but whenever they are tinted 
by either of the three powers I have named the 
result is interesting. What makes Burke stand 
out so splendidly among politicians is that he 
treats politics with hds thought and imagination; 
therefore, whether one agrees with him or not, he 
always interests you, stimulates you, and does you 
good. I have been attentively reading lately his 
Reflections on the French Resolution^ and have felt 

1 Dealing with the American War, and with ParUfunentary 
Reform ; January 8, 1864. 
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this most strongly, much as there is in his view 
of France and her destinies which is narrow and 
erroneous. But I advise William to read it, and 
you too, if you have not read it or have forgotten 
it, and indeed to read something of Burke’s i?very 
year. 

I have the second part of my FremJi Eton in 
this next Macmillan. It will take a third part to 
finish it. In this part I am really labouring hard 
to persuade, and have kept myself from all which 
might wound," provoke, or frighten, with a solici- 
tude which I think you will hardly fail to perceive, 
and which will perhaps amuse you; but to school 
oneself to this forbearance is an excellent disci- 
pline, if one does it for right objects. — Your ever 
afiectionate A. 


To his Mother. 

The ATHBNaTEJM, Jarma/ry 14, 1864. 

My uharest Mamma— I am a day behindhand, 
but I have been very busy. My toothache is gone, 
and I am at work again ; but this depressing foggy 
weather hinders ' one from opening one’s wings 
much. Will you ask Stanley how far d;he Regius 
Professors at Oxford or Cambridge are actually 
paid by the State? I know, of course, that the 
holders of panonries are not. But is Goldwin 
Smith? is Acland? Js Kingsley? Please don’t 
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forget this, and let me know what he says. My 
love to him, and kind regards to Lady Augusta. 

You don't say that you have received the Jou- 
bert, but I take for granted you have. Make 
Arthur ^ look at it, and tell him if he has ever read 
better religious philosophy than Joubert’s I have 
not. I expect him to order his Pens^es on the 
strength of my specimens. 

I like William’s speech very much, and for a 
special reason — that the goodness, even the gen- 
tleness, of his nature comes out so much in it. 
This is so very rare a merit in public speeches; 
even if they have any goodness or gentleness in 
themselves, they so seldom can get any of it into 
their speeches. The very antithesis to the spirit 
of William’s speeches is the spirit of the articles 
of that vile Star, 

I have a very pleasant thing to tell you. A day 
or two ago I had a note from Sainte Beuve telling 
me that he had made a little mention of me in 
the ConsUtutionnel of the 12th, in an article on, the 
Greek Anthology, as a sort of New Year’s remem- 
brance. Yesterday I read his article here, and 
what he had said was charming, as what he says 
always is. It was about my criticism of Homer, 
and he told excellently, quoting it from me, the 
fine anecdote about Eobert Wood and the Lord 
Granville^ of a hundred years ago. But the pleas- 

^ Dean Stanley. 

^ Lord Carteret’ became Earl Granville in 1744, and died in 
1768. The anepdote ia tbia: — “Bobert "Wood, whose essay on 
the Genins of Homer is mentioned by Goethe as one of the 
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antest was this: towards the end of the article he 
mentioned papa, saying in a note that I was his 
son, and translated from him with warm praise the 
long passage about our first feelings of disappoint- 
ment at seeing great works like the Cartoons, St. 
Peter’s, etc. The passage was beautifully trans- 
lated, and I was extremely struck with its just- 
ness, clearness, and beauty on thus reading it in a 

hooka which fell into his hands when his powers were first 
developing themselves, and strongly interested him, relates of 
this passage a striking story. He says that in 1762, at the end 
of the Seven Years’ War, being then Under-Secretary of State, 
he was directed to wait upon the President of the Council, Lord 
Granville, a few days before he died, with the preliminary wti- 
cles of the Treaty of Paris. * I found him,’ he continues, ‘ so 
languid, that I proposed postponing my business for another 
time; hut he insisted that I should stay, saying it could not 
prolong his life to ne^ect his duty ; and repeating the follow- 
ing passage out of Sarpedon’s speech, he dwelled with particu- 
lar emphasis on the third line, which recalled to his mind the 
distinguishing part he had taken in public affairs : 

** ® vhrovy el fjjkv yhp wb'kepjov ircpl t6p 5€ ipvybyre 
alel dij piXhoipev dyi^pca t * iSapdrca re 
Mtrffeffff*, oXire Kev airrbs ivl TrpdrroKrt fiaxotfJtrjv, 
oirre ice criSJ^tfu paxhv icvdidvetpap, 

" pOp S* — tipeiTTis ydp Krjpes i4>e<rTd<rtv dapdrof .0 

pojptaif as oiK ^<rrt <pvy^p ^porhp iwaXiJfot— • 

fopev. . . . 

* His Lordship repeated the last word several times with a 
calm and determinate resignation ; and after a serious panae of 
some minutes, he desired to hear the Treaty read, to which he 
listened with great attention, and recovered Spirits enough to 
declare the approbation of a dying statesman (I use his own 
words) on the most gloribus war, and most honourable peace, 
this nation ever saw.’^ * 
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guished papa from Temple was the profound literary 
sense which was a part of his being, along with all 
his governing and moral qualities, I tried to get 
yon the Constitutionnel, but one cannot in London, 
so I*have asked Sainte Benve to send it me. I 
have such a respect for a certain circle of men, 
perhaps the most truly cultivated in the world, 
which exists at Paris, that I have more pleasure 
than l ean say in seeing papa brought before them 
so charmingly, and just in the best way to make 
them appreciate him. 

I work here at my French Eton from about eleven 
to three; then I write my letters; then I walk 
home and look over grammar papers till dinner; 
then dinner and a game of cards with the boys; 
then grammar papers for an hour and a half more; 
then an hour or half an hour’s reading before bed. 
I have got an excellent master from one of the 
Training Schools to come to Chester Square for an 
hour each morning to teach the boys arithmetic. 
It makes a capital holiday lesson. Budge has a 
cold. I think you have quite children enough, but 
if he really is bent on going I shall not dissuade 
him. The three boys were delighted with your 
letters. I hope and trust your cough is gone. I 
hate coughs. Love to Pan. — Your ever affection- 
ate M. A. 
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To Lady de JRotImhild. 

2^ Chbstbr Squaeb, January 22 (1864). 

Mt dear Lady db Eothsohild — You know 
that I always like to see you, and Disraeli, and 
the Bishop of Oxford^ — especially togetheni I 
should like to meet, but it is not easy to escape 
from my deYouring schools, eyen for a day. How- 
eyer, you shall not say that I always refuse your 
invitations, so I will put off my Thursday school, 
and hear the Bishop preach, but I must positively 
be back in London by ten o^clock or thereabouts on 
Friday morning, as two days I cannot take from 
schools just now. I will be with you by dinner 
time on Wednesday, taking care (of course) not to 
arrive too early in the afternoon. I shall be eager 
to hear all about Paris. —Yours ever most sin- 
cerely, Matthew Arnold. 

To his Mother, 

Ceown Coubt Schools, 
January 22, 1864. 

My dearest Mother — I have been quite un- 
able ^ Write till now, I have begun inspecting 
again, and at the same time I have my report to 
finish* 

I was sure you would be pleased with Joubert, 
and you say just what I like when you speak of 
handing on the lamp of life for him. That is 
just what I wish to do, and it is by doing that that 
one does good. I can truly say, not that I would 
1 Dr. WHberlorce. 



TO ms MOTHER. 


255 


rather have the article not mentioned at all than 
called a brilliant one, but that I would far rather 
have it said how delightful and interesting a man 
was Joubert than how brilliant my article is. In 
the long-run one makes enemies by having one’s 
brilliancy and ability praised; one can only get 
oneself really accepted by men by making oneself 
forgotten in the people and doctrines one recom- 
mends. I have had this much before my mind in 
doing the second part of my French Eton, I really 
want to persuade on this subject, and I have felt 
how necessary it was to keep down many and many 
sharp and telling things that rise to one’s lips, and 
which one would gladly utter if one’s object was 
to show one’s own abilities. You must read this 
article, though it is on a professional kind of sub- 
ject, and the third and concluding article will be 
the most general and interesting one. But you 
must read it that you may notice the effect of the 
effort of which I have told you. I think such an 
effort a moral discipline of the very best sort for 
one. I hope Dr. Davy will go along with me here 
as well as in the first article. Lend Mrs. Davy 
the National, that she may read Joubert; the true 
old Wordsworthians, to which band she and I both 
belong, are just the people for whom Joubert is 
properly meant. 

My dear Lady de Eothsehild has written me the 
kindest of notes begging me to come and stay at 
Aston Clinton next week to meet the Bishop of 
Oxford and Disraeli. It would be interesting cer- 
tainly, but I don’t see how I am to manage it. On 
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Tuesday fortniglit Budge goes back to sobool. It 
was his own o^ice to remain at home, but I was 
glad of it, as you have so many children on your 
hands already. I am sorry to say he and Tom 
quarrel not unfrequently, so your praise in your 
letter to Blu this morning read rather painfully. 
However, my consolation is that we most of us 
quarrelled as children, and yet have not grown up 
quite monsters. Children with Dick^s disposition 
are, I am sure, the exceptions. To-morrOw between 
two and five think of me at the Princess's, with 
Lucy, Budge, and Mrs. Tuffin. — Your ever affec- 
tionate M. A.. 


To the Same, 

Aston Clinton Pabk, Tamo, 
Janmry 28, 1864. , 

My dearest Mother — It will take at least 
this sheet added^io the one I wrote the other night 
to make my proper weekly letter. I have so often 
refused to come here, alleging my inspecting duties, 
that I thought this time I would come, and I am 
glad I have. I inspected yesterday in Bethnal 
Grree]|^got home to a late luncheon, and a little 
befom five left home again in a hansom for Euston 
Square. When I got to Tring I found the court 
outside the station full of carriages bound for Aston 
Clinton and no means of getting a fly; but Count 
d^Apponyi, the Austrian Ambassador, took me 
with him. We got hero just after the Bishop, at 
half-past seven, just in^time to dress, and a little 
after eight we dined. ^'The house was quite full 
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last night. Count d'Apponyi, the Bishop of Ox- 
ford, the Disraelis, Sir Edward and* Lady Eilmer, 
Lord John Hay, the young Lord Huntly, the 
young Nathaniel Rothschild, Mr. Dawson Darner, 
Mr. Raikes Currie, Mr. John Abel Smith, Arch- 
deacon Bickersteth, and one or two other clergy 
were the party at dinner, almost all of them stay- 
ing in the house. I took Constance Rothschild 
in to dinner, and was placed between her and Mrs. 
Disraeli; on Mrs. Disraeli’s other side was the 
Bishop of Oxford. I thought the Bishop a little 
subdued and guarded, though he talked incessantly. 
Mrs. Disraeli is not much to my taste, though she 
is a clever woman, and told me some amusing 
stories. Dizzy sat opposite, looking moody, black, 
and silent, but his head and face, when you see 
him near and for some time, are very striking. 
After the ladies went he was called over by the 
Bishop to take Mrs. Disraeli’s vacant place. After 
a little talk to the Bishop he turned to me and 
asked me very politely if this was my first visit to 
Buckinghamshire, how I liked the county, etc.; 
then he said he thought he had seen me somewhere, 
and I said Lord Houghton had introduced me to 
him eight or nine years ago at a literary pinner 
among a crowd of other people. '^Ah yes, I 
remember,” he said^ and then he went on: ‘^At 
that time I had a great respect for the name you 
bore, but you yourself were little known. Now 
you are well known. You have made a reputation, 
but you will go further ^et. You have a great 
future before you, and yod deserve it.” I bowed 

VOL. I. — s 
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profoundly, and said something about his having 
given up literature. he said, ^^one does 

not settle these things for oneself, and politics and 
literature both are very attractive ; still, in the one 
one^s work lasts, and in the other it doesn^t,” ^He 
went on to say that he had given up literature 
because he was not, pne of those people who can 
do two things at once, but that he admired most 
the men like Cicero, who could. Then we talked 
of Cicero, Bolingbroke, and Burke. Later in the 
evening, in the drawing-room, we talked again. I 
mentioned William Eorster^s name, telling him my 
connexion with him, and he spoke most highly of 
him and of his prospects, saying, just as I always 
say, how his culture and ideas distinguished him 
'^rom the mob of Eadicals. He spoke strongly of 
the harm he and Stansfeld and such men suffered 
in letting themselves be appropriated,^^ as he 
called it, by Baiineraton, with whom they really 
had not the least agreement. Of Bright^s powers 
as a speaker lie spoke very highly, but thought his 
cultivation defective and his powers of mind not 
much; for Cobden^s powers of mind he professed 
tho I^hest admiration. “ He was bom a States- 
mau^^he said, ^^and his reasoning is always like 
a Statesman's, and striking.” He ended by asking 
if I lived in London, and begging me to come and 
see him. I daresay ^s will not go beyond my 
leaving a ca^d, but at all events what I have 
already seen of him is very interesting. I daresay 
the chief of what he i^^^out me myself was said 
in consequence of L^iP^e Rothschild, for whom 
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he has a great admiration, having told him she 
had a high opinion of me; but it is only from 
politicians who have themselves felt the spell of 
literature that one gets these charming speeches. 
Imagine Palmerston or Lord Granville making 
thdm; or again, Lowe or Cardwell. The Disraelis 
went this morning. Of the Bishop and his sermon 
I must teU you in my next. I had hardly any talk 
with him. He too is now gone, but there is a large 
party to-night again; early to-morrow morning I 
return to London, My love to Pan. — Your ever 
affectionate M. A. 


To Lady de BothscMd>» 

The ATHEN-aroM, January 29, 1864. 
My dear Lady de Eothsohild — I stupidly 
left behind me this morning my dressing-case and 
an umbrella. Will you kindly let them come up 
the next time you are sending anything to Gros- 
venor Place. I can perfectly well do without 
them in the meantime. The umbrella was Mrs. 
Arnold’s, so to the sin of carelessness I have 
added the sin of robbery. 

If Mr. John Abel Smith is still with you pray 
tell him that I have posted his letter. Ai^ pray 
mention in another quarter that when I am invited 
to receive adieux I expect an interview, not a 
drowsy good-bye from the other side of a shut 
door. But I was bom for ill-treatment; you know 
how Mademoiselle de Lagr^n^e treated me at Ment- 
more. , ^ 

I had a most pleasant^^ime at Aston Clinton, 



260 


TO HIS MOTHER. 


and now I must again fix my mind on Bonstetten^s 
excellent text: “Bien ne sauTe dans cette vie-ci 
qne Foconpation et le travail.” — Most sincerely 
yours, Matthew Arnold. 

My hands are so frozen that I should re:^se 
myself a grant if I had to mark my own hand- 
writing. 

To Ms Mother, 

The ATHBNiErrM, February 2, 1864. 

Mt dearest Mother — I am glad you and Ban 
are going to the peace and warmth of Helme Lodge, 
and hope to hear you are quite set up again by 
it. Eemember me very kindly to Mr. and Mrs. 
Crewdson. 

have a note from Macmillan, who is an ex- 
tremely intelligent, active man, sending me a 
cheque for my article,^ and saying he only wished 
he could afford to pay it in any degree in propor- 
tion to its worth — ^so excellent and important did 
he think it. If one can interest and carry along 
with one men like him, one will do. I have sent 
the articles to two men whom I think it important 
to interest in the question — Oobden and Sir John 
Pakih^n; Cobden because of his influence with 
the middle classes, Pakington because of his lead 
among the educationists. Prom Cobden I had an 
interesting letter, written on the receipt of the 
articles, before he read them, to say that he should 
certainly read them and was prepared to be inter- 
ested, but that his main interest was in the condi- 
1 A FrmS JStont Part n. 
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tion of tlie lower class. But I am convinced that 
nothing can be done effectively to raise this class 
except through the agency of a transformed middle 
class; for, till the middle class is transformed, the 
aristocratic class, which will do nothing effectively, 
will rule. Tell Fan I don^t want the September 
Macmillan ^ now. I don’t think it worth while to 
send you these shilling magazines, but if you won’t 
otherwise see my article, I will. 

The Bishop of Oxford had a rather difficult task 
of it in his sermon,^ for opposite to him was ranged 
all the house of Israel, and he is a man who likes 
to make things pleasant to those he is on friendly 
terms with. He preached on Abraham, his force 
of character and his influence on his family; 
fully saved his honour by introducing the mention 
of Christianity three or four times, but the sermon 
was in general a sermon which Jews as well as 
Christians could receive. His manner and delivery 
are well worth studying, and I am very glad to 
have heard him. A truly emotional spirit he 
undoubtedly has beneath his outside of society- 
haunting and men-pleasing, and each of the two 
lives he leads gives him the more zest for the other. 
Any real power of mind he has not. Some of the 
thinking, or pretended thinking, in his sermon was 
sophistical and hollow beyond belief. I was inter- 
ested in finding how instinctively Lady de Eoths- 
ohild had seized on this. His chaplain told me, 
however, that I had not heard him at his best, 

1 Containing A French Eton, Rart I. ‘ 

2 On the opening of a school at Bnckland, near Aston Clinton. 
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as lie certainly preaelied under some constraint. 
Where he was excellent was in his speeches at 
luncheon afterwards — gay, easy, cordial, and 
wonderfully happy. He went on to Marlow after 
ItSScheon. We had another great dinner in 4;he 
evening, with dancing afterwards. I sat and 
talked most of the evening to Lady de Rothschild. 
The next morning I breakfasted in my own room, 
was off in Lady de Rothschild's little Viennese 
carriage to the station at a quarter past eight, and 
was at a school in Covent Garden at ten. These 
occasional appearances in the world I like — no, I 
do not like them, but they do one good, and one 
learns something from them; but, as a general 
jrule, I agree with all the men of soul from Pythag- 
oras to Byron in thinking that this type of society 
is the most drying, wasting, depressing and fatal 
thing possible. — Tour ever affectionate M. A. 

To the Same. 

Thb Athenjeum, February 11 , 1864 , 
My nxAREST Mothbr — I am glad you liked the 
second ^art of my French Eton, and I think it will 
in tirpf^^uce much effect. I shall have several 
letters Iff send you which I have received about it, 
but have not got them with me at this moment — 
one from tlobden, very interesting. I send you 
one I got last night irom a middle^class mother. 
It may burn. I also send you a note from Paking- 
ton. To him and Qobden I sent the MacmiUan, 
because Cobden is a so;!^ of representative of the 
middle classes, and J^iakingtdn is the statesman 
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most inclined, in education matters, to take the 
course I want to see taken. ■ Pakington had not 
read my articles when he wrote, but what he says 
of my French book is valuable, because it is impor- 
tant that these people should have a good opinion 
of judgment. Pakington’s note Fan may as 
well keep part of as an autograph, he having been 
a Cabinet Minister. ^ I send, too, a note of Coventry 
Patmore’s, in case she wishes to have the autograph 
of that worthy but mildish author. I send another 
letter from my German friend, which may burn. 

I am 80 pressed by school work just now that I 
cannot finish my French Mon till the April number 
of Macmillan. In this next fortnight I have my 
lecture for Oxford to write, but I have a good sub- 
ject which has been some time in my head. 

In my notions about the State I am quite papa’s 
son, and his continuator. I often think of this — 
the more so because in this direction he has had so 
few who felt with him. But I inherit from him a 
deep sense of what, in the Greek and Eoman world, 
was sound and rational. — Your ever affectionate 

M. A. 

To the Same. ^ 

The Athenjeum, February 16, 1864. 

My dearest Mother — You will have seen the 
Spectator of this week, ^ which pleases me very much. 
The Nmconformist, Miall’s organ, has taken the 
alarm, and in an anxious notice in the last number 
says, Mr. Arnold has no notion of the depth of 
the feeling against State interference,” etc. But I 
1 On « Middle-Class Etons.'* 
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have — of- the depth of the feeling among the Dis- 
senting ministers, who have hitherto greatly swayed 
the middle Class. But I shall come to this in my 
next article. I mean, as I told Fan in the autumn, 
to' deliver the middle class out of the hand of their 
Dissenting ministers. The mere difficulty of the 
task is itself rather an additional incentive to un- 
dertake it. The malaise of the Council Office, as 
they see me gradually bringing to their fold fresh 
sheep whom they by no means want, will be comic. 
But the present entire independence of middle 
class education is here an advantage to me ; it being 
not in any way an official matter, the Council Office 
cannot complain of my treating it, as one of the 
^public, without appearing to think our existing 
Education Department the least concerned. Last 
night Laurie dined with us, and in the middle of 
dessert proposed to Tom and Dick to start for 
Astley^s to see the Pantomime. You may imagine 
their delight at this sudden proposal, and off tiiey 
went, and were not back till twelve. We have 
heard from Budge. He sent a valentine to each of 
his sisters. He seemed in very fair spirits, and is 
beginning Greek. Love to Fan. — Your ever affec-* 
tionate M. A. 


To Lady de Rothschild. 

Thb ATHENiETTM, Mavch 16, 1864 
My deab Lady be Eothsohili) — lam perfectly 
miserable with fret and worry in composing the last 
part of my Trench Eton under difficulties. The dif- 
ficulties are the daily mspeciion of a large school, 
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where, instead of finding everything perfectly pre- 
pared for me, as it was in Bell Lane, I have to go 
through every schedule myself, correcting the errors 
and supplying the omissions of the Managers and 
teaoJiers. Imagine the pleasure of finding out for 
oneself from each of 500 boys what his father is ; 
and if, as generally happens, he is a tradesman, of 
finding out besides whether he is a small or great 
tradesman, and how many people he employs ! 
Such is inspection at present. You saw, however, 
that Mr. Lowe had to give way the other night, and 
I think ‘there are other and graver storms brew- 
ing for him. My very kind remembrances at Aston 
Clinton. — Yours ever sincerely, 

Matthew Aiustold. 

To his Mother, 

Chester Square, March 17, 1864. 

Mt dearest Mother — I send you a note from 
Smith and Elder, which may burn. To the last 
day I live I shall never get over a sense of grat- 
itude and surprise at finding my productions accept- 
able, when I see so many people all round me so 
hard put to it to find a market This comes from 
a deep sense of the native similarity of people’s 
spirits, and that if one spirit seems richer than 
another, it is rather that it has been given to him 
to fin^ more things, which it might equally have 
been given to others to find, than that he has seized 
or invented them by superior power and merit. My 
Oxford lecture ^ will be in this next GomhUl, but a 
1 Pagan and Christian Religious Bentiment.*^ 
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good deal about Protestantism is left out, as I think 
I told you it would be, as it could not be stated 
fully enough quite to explain and secure itself. I 
am bothered about the third part of my Fremh 
Eton, but I hope to-morrow and Saturday may bring 
it to something I like. After Monday I shall have 
done with writing for a week or ten days. My love 
to all — Your ever affectionate M. A. 

To Lady de BothschUd, 

2 Chester Square, March 25, 1864, 
My dear Lady de Bothsohild — The French 
Eton could not be finished, owing to all the inter- 
ruptions I told you of —interruptions which dis- 
abled me beyond the power of being revived even by 
^our too flattering sentences. Now I shall go to 
work again in the comparative leisure of next week. 
But what an east wind this is, and how it exasperates 
everything that is furious, vicious, and contrary in 
one ! Let me know if you are likely to be in Lon- 
don this week or next. Work thickens upon me, 
and I am afraid there is hardly any chance of my 
getting at present a delightful day^s breathing 
space at Aston Clinton. With kindest remembrances 
all my fidends there, I am always, most sincerely 

Matthew Arkold. 

To^ the 8om^, 

Chester Square, April 7, 1864. 
Dear Lady de Bothsohild — I have again to 
go to Brentford to-n^rrow, but I shall be delighted 
to go to the play on" Saturday^ only there taust be 
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no falling asleep. If yon ask me wliat to go to, I 
say Leah) because I liave not seen it, and I have seen 
most of the other things that are being given now ; 
but I will go with meekness and contentment to 
whatever you please. 

I hope Dicky^s invasion was not too terrible this 
morning. He says you were all extremely kind to 
him. — Ever sincerely yours, 

Matthew Arnold. 

To his Mother, 

HAvbrhill B.S., 4P^7 29, 1864. 

My dearest Mother — This is a place on the 
borders between Cambridgeshire, Suffolk, and Essex 
— not three very lovely counties, yet this is their 
prettiest region, and any country would be pretty 
now, with the fruit-trees all in blossom and spring 
in full flush everywhere, if it were not for the hor- 
rible and hateful north-east wind. Edward thinks 
my life is all ease. How I will tell him of my two 
last days and to-day. The day before yesterday up 
at seven. Wrote letters and so on till breakfast. At 
half-past nine off in the Woods^ waggonette (how is 
the beast of a word spelt ?) to the Mark’s Tey station 
for Ipswich. Ipswich at eleven. A great British 
school, 260 boys, 160 girls, and 160 infants, and the 
pupil teachers of these schools to examine. I fell 
at once to work with the Standards. My assistant 
joined me from London at half-past twelve. I 
worked in the Girls’ School, with the pupil teachers 
on one side the room and the Standards drafted in, 
one after the other, on the other side. ^ My assistant 
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in the Boys’ and Infants’ Schools. I had a per- 
petual stream of visitors from the town — people in- 
terested in the schools. Biscuits and wine were 
brought to me where I was, and I never left the 
room till four, except for five minutes to run to 
a shop and buy a stud I wanted. At four I de- 
parted, and reached Copford at half-past five. My 
assistant returned to London by the six o’clock 
train, and between us we finished that school in the 
day. Yesterday off by the same train back to Ips- 
wich, took the Wesleyan school, 120 children, and 
at half-past one took the train to Hadleigh, getting 
a biscuit at the station. Reached Hadleigh at half- 
past two. Gould get nothing but a taxed cart and 
pony^ and a half-drunk cripple to drive — six miles 
"by cross country roads to Boxford. Gtot there at 
half-past three. By half-past four had polished 
them off — only thirty children — and was back 
at Hadleigh at half-past five. Got to Copford at 
half-past seven, in time for an eight o’clock dinner. 
This morning off as before. A school of sixty chil- 
dren at this little town. Began them at eleven and 
finished at one. Have since remained in the school, 
receiving visits from the Managers and writing let- 
ters, till I, leave by the 3.1^ train, which will get 
me to London at 6.30. Hext week I have the same 
sort of days throughout, then I return to London, 
or raHier to Woodford, for good, I have left Dicky 
behind me CppEord, where they are very kind to 
him. I pick him up there next Thursday, and take 
him with me to Woodford. We have got tl^ Bee- 
4i^ at six guineas You and Yan 4rill see 
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it, for now, of course, you will have to pay your visit 
to us — only nine miles from the City, and trains 
every hour. Eead my Part in this Macmillan, 
and make Edward read it. I have written, to my 
own mind, nothing better. — Your ever affectionate 

M. A. 


To Lady de RothscMd, 

The ATHBNiEtTM, May 10, 1864. 

Dear Lady db Eothsohild — Again and again 
I have meant to come and ask after ypur invalid, 
but I just get here, within reach of the Belgravian 
paradise, when I am swept back again into the 
outer darkness of Fenchureh Street and Essex. For 
we are now at the Rectory, Woodford, Essex, the 
rector being abroad for his health. How I wish 
you would drive down some day to luncheon and 
let your invalid breathe the fresh air, and see the 
cowslips, which the natives thought were exhausted 
in all that neighbourhood^ and which I have redis- 
covered. We have a garden, and a field, and a 
shrubbery, and bees, and cows, and rabbits, and a 
dog. I think that is nearly all, but you will allow 
it is a long list j and a large rambling house, ill fur- 
nished, but that does not matter at this season of 
the year, and its size is a great comfort. 

Find time to look at the last part of my French 
Eton, with which, after all, I am better pleased 
than I generally am with what I write on a subject 
I greatly care about. People say it is TecolvMona/ry, 
but all unconstrained thinking tends, perhaps, to be 

i 1 Of A French Mpn, ^ 
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a little revolutionary. Now I am reading the works 
of others — all the Oxford prize compositions for 
this year, and terrible work it is, worse even than 
wri^g one^s rubbish. — Ever most sincerely yours, 

Matthew Arnold. 

To M. E. Grant Duff, M.P, 

Woodford, May 24, 18Q4. 

My dear Grant Duff — Thank you for sending 
me your notice,^ but I had already seen it in the 
notice-paper, to my great pleasure. As to the im- 
portance of calling attention to the general question, 
there cah^ no doubt of that; but it is well, also, 
to take the distinction which you have taken be- 
tween liheroU and learned education, because this is 
one of the things which the public has got into its 
head, and one can do most with the public by avail- 
ing oneself of one of these things. To give the 
means of learning Greek, for instance, but not to 
make Greek obligatory, is a proposal, for secondary 
education, which half the world are now prepared 
to prick up their ears if you make. I am glad^U 
have employed and given oflGloial stamp to that use- 
ful word smmdary, 

I shall jpiae some day and see the honour that 
has beenipne to my poems. One is from time to 
time seiz^ and irresistibljr carried along by a 
temptation "to timt political, or' religious, or social 

1 “ To call attention to^the of making tte Sec- 

ondaty Endovretf I^^Jw^tthionghout fM comitry more ay^- 
atle for tlie who wish to give th«jA^dh|ld^ 
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matters, directly; but after yielding to such a 
temptation I always feel myself recoiling again, 
and disposed to touch them only so far as they can 
be touched through poetry, — Ever sincerely yours, 

Matthew Arnold. 

To his Mother. 

10 St. Geoeoe’s Ceesoeitt, Llindudno, 
Augitst 7, 1804. 

Mt dearest Mother — This is last week’s let- 
ter, and you shall have another this. Yesterday 
morning, instead of writing to you, as I had in- 
tended, I started with dear old Tom for the interior 
of the country, being sick of lodging-houses and 
seaside. We got by rail some four or five miles 
on the Llanrwst road, and then struck up a gorge 
to the right, where there is a waterfall. After 
this drought the waterfall was not much, but we 
continued up the valley, which was very austere 
and wild, till we got to Llyn Eigiau, or the Lake 
of Shallows, lying under very fine precipices, and 
str^pdbing up to the roots of Camedd Llewellyn, 
the second highest mountain in Wales, some three 
or four hundred feet higher than Scafell. After 
sitting a long while by the lake, in loneliness 
itself, we came back by another vallejv that of 
the river Dulyn, which flows from two small 
lakes, which we hope to explore on Tuesday. This 
mountain mass in '^j^ich Camedd Llewellyn stands 
is li^le visited, except the hills just over 
Abet, and yesterday we saw not a single bourist, 
thou^lteji^e and on all the gr^^g^nes they «r4tr^ 
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The charm of Wales is the extent of the country 
which gives you untpuched masses which the tour- 
ists do not reach j an& then the new race, language, 
and literature give it a charm and novelty which 
the Laike country can never have. Wales is as full 
of traditions and associations as Cumberland'^and 
Westmorland are devoid of them. The very jsands 
we can see from this house, the Lavan Sands, or 
Sands of Waiting, between this and Beaumaris, 
have more story about them than all the Lake 
Country. You may imagine how I like having 
dear old Tom with me, and how he enjoys it. He 
stays till* Thursday. The bathing in the sea is 
spoilt by the vile jelly-fish, which sting fright- 
f^y, and both Budge and I caught it the first day 
we were here. They used, I remember, to torment 
me at Abergele in old days. But it is the rivers 
and lakes of fresh water which my heart desires, 
and to these I shall get as much as I can while 1 
am here. 

This house is clean and comfortable, and the 
rooms are good; but lodging and everything ^Ise 
is very expensive. Bor our rooms only we have 
*to pay £7 a week. I should not come here again, 
botivon^t^ account, and also because I think the 
Heafiil^iv^fine as it is, gets wearisome when one 
has notli^g else, and I hate to be cui off by a dull 
penitu^j^i^ sojie^Ioup miles from Conway and the 
mainlaiid. r ^ * 

I have a gres^rdeal topJ^'ybt. You will see the 
newspapers. 1 heayft^wln Smilh has ^attacked 
lae as jaunty in the 
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but I have not seen it. The children all well and 
very happy. — Your ever most affectionate 

M. A. 

To the Same. 

Llandudno, August 20, 1864. 

Mv DEAREST MoTHBR — To-morrow is. your 
birthday. May you see many more of them, for 
the good and happiness of all of us! I hoped dear 
old Tom would have passed the day with me and 
helped to keep it, but last night we had a line from 
him to say that he and Julia had decided to go to 
Clifton. The climate of Clifton at this . season is 
as bad and oppressive as that of Llandudno is good 
and fortifying, and will do Mary ^ no good at all, 
whereas this would have been just the thing for 
her. Flu had been indefatigable looking for lodg- 
ings for them, but luckily had not actually engaged 
anything. Dear old Tom and I should have had 
some more walks, "and I regret his not coming 
exceedingly; and they will probably pay just as 
much at Clifton as they would have paid here, only 
they will certainly get better rooms for their 
money. We have just returned from a delightful 
little excursion, on which I should much like to 
have taken Fan. Flu had never seen Llinberis, so 
the day before yesterday she, I, Dicky, Wd Lucy 
started by train for Gamarvpn. The two elder 
boys preferred st^^ing hoa^, or they would 
have been the two to I fbad Lucy and Dick 

are the two real travel-lov^ of the family. ^ At 
^ 1 Afterwards Mrs. ]|^|)Iiry Ward- 

VOL. I. — T 
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Caxnarvon the children dined at the Uxbridge 
Arms^ and then began, for me, the real pleasure. 
We started in a car, for the railroad ends at Car- 
narvon, and drove that beautiful eight miles to 
Llanberis* I don’t know whether you remember 
the sndden change at the half-way house from the 
d«ll Afctile flat which borders the sea to Llyn 
Padarn and the mountains. And such a mountain 
as Snowdon is! We have nothing that comes 
within a hundred miles of him. We could not 
get in at the best inn, the Victoria, so we went to 
a new one, the Padarn Villa Hotel, which turned 
out well Enough. The day was perfect!^ fine and 
clear, and having ordered dinner at seven, we went 
to that beautiful waterfall on the way up Snow- 
don, about half a mile from the hotel. The fall 
was beautiful even in this weather, and indeed the 
green at Llanberis was as fresh and bright as in 
Switzerland, in spite of the drought. The chil- 
dren had tiieir tea at one end of the table, while 
we had dinner at the other; and then, while Mu 
ihem to bed, I strolled to tiie Dolbadam tower, 
a Ib^: fook at the two beautiful lakes 
'8m moonlight. !Next morning 
in carriage and pair for 
^y nNfc(fid% a little mist 
the hi|best hills, 

as i^ve de- 
sired, and is my recol- 

lection by no means did it jdS^^'^^en by Oapel 
©mdg'and the Pall &e Ws^j|eaati- 

^^1 Bettws y Coed we 
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dined, and got back here by the train a little after 
eight o^clock. The people travelling about in 
Wales, and their quality, beggar description. It 
is a social revolution which is taking place, and 
to observe it may well fill one with reflexion. 
Now we are off for Penmaenmawr, which Plu 
wants to see. On Wednesday we leave for Jjiver- 
pool, and you shall have notice at what time Budge 
and Dick are likely to reach you. How very pleas- 
ant to have had all the girls together! My love 
to all. Tell dear old Banks to get me some worms, 
if he is well enough for that. I h^ve had no fishing 
here. — Tour ever most affectionate ^M. A, 

To 3£i88 Arnold. 

Llandubno, Saturday {August 1864). 

My dearest Pan — I wiU write my this week’s 
letter, and it shall be to you, that I may send you 
the photograph of your goddaughter. If ever such 
a duck was seen on this earth! Plu will have told 
you that whereas they charge extra for doing chil- 
dren of that age, because they are so much trouble 
and have to be repeated so often^ the whole a^air 
with Nelly did not take five minutes. She stooi^ 
exactly as she was bid, wearing the highly^good 
face, and was a success* the first time- ' send you 
also one of myseh^ Maull and Polyblank, t]»|,t they 
have done for their^jseries- It is not good, but j>er- 
haps somewhat, M^ff^sive than most that have 
been done of ine.^^ow mind you answer this with 
a long, letter, and tell me in it if you don’t tWnk 
Nelly looks a 
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You know my habits, and therefore you can 
imagine what it is to me to be chained to the 
house, or very near it, by a troublesome toe. In 
the first place, a blister came &om (I imagine) 
boots too tight across the toes; then this hardened 
into a sort of com, and by trying to get rid of this 
I have made a painful place, which has not been 
improved by my persisting in walking with dear 
old Tom on these hard, hot ways. I have now 
taken to wet lint round the toe and nominal absti- 
nence from walking. Yesterday, however, I was 
for three hours and a half on the Great Orme, most 
of it with bare feet, however, and this evening I 
shall manage to get an hour or two there. But 
what is this when I see Camedd Llewellyn oppo- 
site to me, and all the hills steeped in an ethereal 
Italian atmosphere that makes one long to be 
amount them? Till yesterday I have thought 
this p^pe^ bleak and harsh; and still I miss rivers 
and fields, and would rather be at a Welsh 
f^m amcmg the mountains. However, this suits 
the children best. But yesterday brought an air 
sun which perfectly transfigured the place. 
^T£e poetry of the Celtic race and its names of 
pte^ees overpowers me, and it will be long 
before Tom forgets the line, “Hear from thy 
grav^^^reat Taliesin, hear I”— from Gra/s Bard, of 
which I gave him the benefit some hundred times a 
day on b^S^mrsions. We having him, 

and he liked being here, and^ thinV in a week 
wiH come back vath Gertie and Mary. All inter- 
‘ests are here— Cel^ Brians, Baucis, 3^6ddism, 
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Middle Age, Caer, Castle, Cromlech, Abbey, — 
and this glorious sea and mountains with it all. 
I am perfectly idle, or at least I study only Mur- 
ray’s Hand-Book (excellent) and the Ordnance 
Mag. There are one or two people here : the Lid- 
dells, with whom we dined; the Scudamore Stan- 
hopes, him I slightly knew at Oxford; the Dean 
of Chichester, a clergyman or two, who have 
called. We go to Susy, as I told mamma; and to 
you, I hope, this day fortnight. Budge says he 
does not care for this place much, but shall like 
coming to Box How awfully.” I thiTilr we shall 
go to the Borsters at the end of our time — about 
the 1st of October — for two or three days on our 
way back to London, I have had a second letter 
from Bruce, ^ thanking me in the most flattering 
manner for my suggestions as to the personnel of 
the Commission, and now asking me for my opin- 
ion as to the scope which shall be given to the 
inquiry. I would sooner write in this way than 
be stuck personally forward in fifty Commissions. 
My love to everybody. — Your ever affectionate 

M. A. 

To J, Dykes Campbell, 

Eox How, September 22, 1864. 

I am much tempted to say something about the 
Enoch Arden volume. I agree with you in think- 
ing Enoch Arden” itself very good indeed — per- 
haps the best tiling Tennyson has done; ^^Titho- 
nus ” I do not like quite so well. But is it possible 
1 Vice-i^esid 0 irt/)f the Council; afterwards Lord Aherdare. 
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for one who has himself published verses to print 
a criticism on Tennyson in which perfect freedom 
shall be used? And without perfect freedom, what 
is a criticism worth? I do not think Tennyson a 
great and powerful spirit in any line — as Goethe 
was in the line of modem thought, Wordsworth in 
that of contemplation, B 3 rron even in that of pas- 
sion; and unless a poet, especially a poet at this 
time of day, is that, my interest in him is only 
sli|ht, and my conviction that he will not finally 
stand high is firm. But is it possible or proper for 
me to say this about Tennyson, when my saying 
it would inevitably be attributed to odious mo- 
tives? Therefore, though tho temptation to speak 
— especially because I should probably say some- 
thing so totally different from what the writer in 
the S'pectixtior supposes — is great, I shall probably 
say nothing. 


To Laiy de Eothschild. 

Fox How, Ambubisidb, 

September 25, 1864, 

My dear Lady db Eothsohild — I have just 
come back from the Highlands, where no letters 
followed me, and I find here yours of last month, 
with its enclosure. It was just like you to send 
the ConsMl to Disraeli, and then to send me his 
letter.^ was the kind of article he was most 
likely to % ts*en by, and tbsetefore excellently, 
and with ^nr usnal tact, chosen. I shall keep 
his letter unless yon tell me you want it back. I 
1 I4temy of Acad^iOiiCs.'* 
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saw Sir Anthony was at the Agricultural Meeting 
to hear him speak the other day, and wondered 
whether you were there too. 

So you have been in the Saxon Switzerland and 
at Prague! I should, of course, have enjoyed the 
Saxon Switzerland with you and your party, but I 
do nob greatly care for it in itself; but Prague I 
have never seen, and have the greatest possible 
desire to see. But at present I am full of the 
Highlands, which I had never seen till this y^, 
except a glimpse of the outskirts of them which^ I 
got when a boy of eight years old. I have been up 
in'*Eoss-shire, and a more impressive country I 
never saw. After being used to this Lake country, 
over which you could throw a pocket-handkerchief, 
the extent of the Highlands gives a sense of vast- 
ness; and then the desolation, which in Switzer- 
land, with the meadows, industry, and population 
of the valleys, one never has; but in the High- 
lands, miles and miles and miles of mere leather 
and peat and rocks, and not a soul. And then the 
sea comes up into the land on the west coast, and 
the mountain forms are there quite magnificent. 
ISTorway alone, I imagine, has country like it. 
Then also I have a great penchant for the Celtic 
races, with their melancholy and unprogressive- 
ness. I fished a great deal, and that is a distrac- 
tion of the first order. You should make Sir 
Anthony take a lodge up there for two or three 
years. There is no such change, afid no such ^ 
delightful sort of shooting, and the lodges are as 
comfortable London houses. And think of the 
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blessing you and your daughters would be to the 
Highlaoid cabins round you! 

If you have an opportunity, I wish you would 
ask some of your iFrankfort relations to try and 
get a fragment of Groethe^s handwriting. I am 
not a collector, but the other day I had a poem of 
Wordsworth’s in his own handwriting given me, 
and I should like to have something of Goethe’s as 
a pendant to it. They are the two moderns (very 
different) I most care for. There is an excellent 
article on Wordsworth in this last North British. 
Bead it by all means. Tor my part, I have been 
idle ^‘as a brute,” as Victor Hugo says, and I have 
done nothing of all I meant to do. I have been 
very much pressed to write a criticism on Tenny- 
son, apropos of his new volume; but is this pos- 
sible to be done with the requisite freedom by any 
one who has published verses himself? I mean, 
for instance, I do not think Tennyson a grand et 
puissant esprit, and therefore I do not really set 
much store by him, in spite of his popularity; but 
is it possible for me to say this? I think not. 
My kindest regards to your daughters. — Yours 
ever most sincerely, Matthew Atustold. 

To the Same. 

Bbimsh Aim EoikBKJN SoHOot SoomTT, 
Hobouoh Eoad, London, 

October 14, 1864. 

Mt de^ liADv ns Eothschild — If I were 
not obliged to be here I should come and see you 
to-day, though I daresay I should you fled to 
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the country. Aston Clinton is always pleasant, 
but never so pleasant as when you are by your- 
selves; but next week I am hopelessly tied and 
bound — two days here, and three in the north of 
Essex. But I am so worried with work of differ- 
ent kinds that I should be very bad company even 
if my schools left me free. I have a bad time 
before me all up to Christmas. At the beginning 
of the year I am not without hopes of being sent 
abroad by the new Middle Class Schools Commis- 
sion. But let me know some day when you will 
be in town, and I will come and see you at lunch- 
eon. Might we not, some day before the terrible 
reign of Pantomimes begins, go to some theatre? 
— something franchemerd: comique this time. I 
hear Charles Mathews is in some new piece which 
is very good. You see I am ingenious in invent- 
ing palliatives to the hard destiny which keeps me 
from Aston Clinton. My kindest regards to your 
daughters and niece. I hope I shall see the latter 
when I come to luncheon (if you will let me) in 
Grosvenor Place; let it be before she goes back to 
Vienna. I hope croquit is now played at Aston 
Clinton with one hand. I must go back to my 
charming occupation of hearing students give les- 
sons. Here is my programme for this afternoon : 
Avalanches — The Steam-Engine — The Thames 
— India Eubber — Bricks — The Battle of Poic- 
tiers — Subtraction — The !]^indeer-j-The Gun- 
powder Plot — The Jordan. Allurin|, is it not? 
Twenty minutes each, and the days of one^s life 
are only threescore years and ten. — Ever yours 
sincerely, Matthew Arhold. 
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To his Mother. 


The Athbn^um, Becemher 7, 1864. 

My dearest Mother — I must write a very 
hurried letter if this is to go to-day. I have been 
correcting proofs, and been so long over a note I 
have to put in that I have left myself hardly any 
time. When you wrote you had probably not 
seen the Saturday Review, which contains a long, 
elaborate attack on me, of nearly four columns.^ 
It is by ritzjames Stephen, and is due partly to his 
being Colenso's advocate, partly also to his ideas 
being naturally very antagonistic to mine. 
meant to be as civil as he could, consistently with 
attacking me au fond; and yesterday he sent his 
wife to call, as a proof, I suppose, that he wishes 
amity. He begins, too, with a shower of polite 
expressions. His complaint that I do not argue 
reminds me of dear old Edward, who always says 
when any of his family do not go his way, that 
th^ do not reason. However, my sinuous, easy, 
unpolemical mode of proceeding has been adopted 
by me, first, because I really t hink it the best way 
of proceeding if one wants to get at, and keep 
with, truth; secondly, because I am convinced 


only by a literary form of this kind being given 
^to them can ideas such as mine ever gain any 


access in a connSy $udr as ours. So from any- 
thing like or direct controversy. 


vieWf Decembeji^; 


his Countrymen,” /Saturday Re- 
slng M. A/s “Function of Criti- 


cism at the i^resent time,'’ whioh- ai^peared iau the 


MmeWf Novena>er 1S64. 
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I shall religiously abstain; but here and there I 
shall take an opportunity of putting back this and 
that matter into its true light, if I think he has 
pulled them out of it; and I have the idea of a 
paper for the Comhill, about March, to be called 
“My Countrymen,^’ and in which I may be able 
to say a number of things I want to say, about 
the course of this Middle Class Education matter 
amongst others. Mr. Wright, the translator of 
Homer, has printed a letter of attack upon my 
Homer lectures, but it is of no consequence. — 
Yqnr ever affectionate M. A. 

To Mt 8. Forster. 

The AiHEKiETTM, January 3, 1865. 

My dearest K. — send you the enclosed, 
because I know you and William will be inter- 
ested. Lord Lyttelton is a gruff man, who says 
less than he means generally, so his “strongly 
approving” is very strong.^ I wrote to him 
because I would not for the world have asked 
William, connected as we are, to start the matter 
in the Commission; besides, Lord Lyttelton knew 
what had passed about it in the last Commission; 
but now, when Lord Taunton brings the matter 
before the Commission and reads my letter, 
daresay William will support it. I think I have 
made out a strong case for smding some one, ^nd 

1 Ldtd Lyttelton was a meml>er $t the S^i^^nqnSiy ? 
mission, at whose instance Matthew Arnold uSdertook, in 1865,^ 
a foreign tour, tp inquire into the Secondary Education of the 
Continent. 
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perhaps even the Anti-State Members of the 
Commission will be willing enough to collect 
information as to State systems. I must talk to 
William before the Commission meets, because I 
think some one should go to America also. Prance, 
Germany, Switzerland, Lombardy, and the United 
States of America are the important countries. 
Holland is said to be still, as it was in Cuvier’s 
time, not up, in its middle class schools, to the 
mark of its primary schools. 

Walter will have told you about Temple. It is 
like him thus to try and take a question hy force. 
I had mentioned him to Bruce as a man who cer- 
tainly ought to be on the Commission, if he could be 
there without offence to the private schoolmasters. 

Did you notice what Bazley ^ said about the edu- 
cation of his own class at Manchester some weeks 
ago, and what Bright said yesterday, and the dif- 
ference? I note all these things, however slight, 
with interest. 

Is not Macmillan’s new Shakespeare wonderful? 
He is going to bring out a large paper edition, 
which I will give you on your next birthday. 
Text and punctuation seem to me excellent. 

I am afraid, as ihe Commission does not meet for 
some weeks, WilUam will not come up much before 
’Parliament meets. I have some wonderful St. 
P^ray Edward gave me, waiting for him. I have 
had a blinding cold, ^t it is better. Kiss all your 
darlings for me, and^ve to William. — Your ever 
affectionate M. A. 

1 Sir Tliomas Bazley, M.P. for Manchester. 
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To the Same, 

The Athbn.®um, January 6 (1866) . 

My dearest K — How long will William be in 
town wben be comes up for the meeting^ on the 
24^1? Will be dine with ns on that day ? I wish 
bim well tbrongb bis speech.® I am being driven 
furious by seven hundred closely-written grammar 
papers, which I have to look over, and an obstinate 
cold in my bead at the same time. 

American example is perhaps likely to make moat 
impression on England, though I doubt even this 
just now. (The students in the Training Colleges 
had for their composition this year to write a 
letter from an English emigrant to the United 
States describing the state of things there, and 
there is not really 1 per cent who does not take the 
strongest possible side for the Confederates, and 
you know from what class these students are 
drawn.) However, the subject being secondary 
instruction, an instruction in direct correspondence 
with higher instruction and intellectual life, I can- 
not admit that any countries are more worth study- 
ing, as regards secondary instruction, than those in 
which intellectual life has been carried farthest — 
Germany first, and, in the second degree, Eranee. 
Indeed, I am convinced that as Sderjee^ 'in the 
widest sense of the word, meaning a true knowl- 
edge of things as the basis of our operations, become, 
as it does become, more of power in the world, 
the weight of the nations and inen who have carried 

1 Of the Schools Inquixy Ooimnission. , ^ 

* On general politics ; at Bradford^ Jjaiaary 10, 1866. 
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the intellectual life farthest will 1?e more and more 
felt 5 indeed, I see signs of this already. That 
England may run well in this race is my deepest 
desire; and to stimulate her and to ihake her 
feel how many clogs she wears, and how much 
she has to do in order to run in it as her gerdus 
gives her the power to run, is the object of all I do. 
— Your ever affectionate ' M. A. 

To his Mother. 

EdUOATION DEPAItTMENT, CoiTNOIL OfPIOB, 
DowiONa Stebbt, London, 

January 21, 1806. 

My dearest Mother — Again I am at the very 
end of the week, but you will get my letter on Sun- 
day morning, a morning on which it is always 
pleasant to have letters. My Essays are nearly 
printed, but they have taken a long time, and till 
I have finally got the Preface to stand as I like, I 
shall not feel that the book ^ is off my hands. The 
Preface will make you laugh. I see the Noncon- 
formisty Miall’s paper, of all papers in the world, 
has this week an article on Provincialily, and speaks 
of me as a writer, who, by the power both of his 
thoughts and of his style, is beginning to attr^t 
great attention.’^ And the new number of the 
QuaHerly has a note speaking of my beautiful 
essay on Marcus Aurelius,” and urging me to trans- 
late Epictetus, so as to make him readable by all 
the world- So I IMA the moment is, on the whole, 
favourable for the Essays; and in going through 
^ 1865. 
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them I am struck hy the admirable riches of human 
nature that are brought to light in the group of 
persons of whom they treat, and the sort of unity 
that as a book to stimulate the better humanity in 
us the Yolume has. Then, of course, if this book 
succeeds, the way is the more clear for my bringing 
in ncfy favourite notions yet further ; if I can only, as 
Marcus Aurelius says, keep the balance true, and 
my mind even.’^ If I can do Vinet to my mind it 
will be a great thing, and I shall have reached the 
Dissenters and the Middle Class ; then I shall stop 
for the present. 

^^s speech was, as you say, good in style, and 

with much of what he puts forth I agree. He, 
however, with his liking for the United States and 
all that, always tends to foster the pure English 
element in us, as I think, to excess. I hate all 
over-preponderance of single elements, and all my 
efforts are directed to enlarge and complete us by 
bringing in as much as possible of Grreek, Latin, 
Celtic authors. More and more I see hopes of 
fruit by steadily working in this direction. To be 
too much with the Americans is like living with 
somebody who has all one^s own bad habits and 
tendencies. My love to Fan, and to Eowland, and 
to Banks. — Your ever affectionate M. A. 

To luody de BothschM, 

Thb ATHBKajUM, February 11 (1866). 

My dbab Laoy de EoTHSOUmn — I shook my 
head disapprovingly when I saw your handwriting 
this morning, though, of course, I could not h^p 
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reading the contents with pleasur^lnd satisfaction^ 
but I do hope you slowly, and not overtask 

youreeif . I had read the Preface ^ to a brother and 
sister of mine, tod they received it in. sucSt^Solemn 
silence that I began to tremble ; theU — is always 
thrown into a nervous tremor by my wTiltog 
thing which she thinks likely to draw down attacks 
on me ; so altogether I needed the refreshment of 
your sympathy. I am amused at having already 
received a note from Arthur Stanley asking for the 
reference to the passages in Spinoza which militate 
against his view of the prophets. 

I write this at the Athenaeum, having been both 
morning and afternoon at the Pree School. The 
Baroness Lionel was there in the morning. What 
an awfol morning it was I The attendance of 
children was immense, in spite of the day. I 
complained of the girls chattering and looking at 
one another’s work incessantly, but they were so 
crowded that their sins in this respect ought not, 
perhiips, to be' judged too severely. 

I hope it will not be very long before I see you 
again. Meanwhile pray take all possible care of 
yourself, and believe me, with the most cordial 
regards to your daughters, ever sincerely yours, 

Matthew Abnom). 

To his Mother. 

The Athejweum:, Ma/rch 3 , 1866 . 

Mt dearest Mother-— I am late this week 
again, but now my lecture is coming near, and the 
1 Ta ^ Criticism. 
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mass I have been led into reading for it oppresses 
me and still keeps swelling#- However, to-morrow I 
hope to fairly begin and write. It must be in the 
morning, as in the afternoon I have promised to go 
with the children to the Zoological G-ardens. On 
Modday night I go with Pin, Tom, and Dick, to 
the Haymarket to see Lord Dtmdreary and other 
things, and on Wednesday poor Dick returns to 
school. It is time he went, a$ he is now quite 
well agaia ; but we shall miss him awfully, and he 
has that slight look of delicacy which just makes 
one shrink from sending him away. But I believe 
the ^change of air to Blackheath will do him great 
service. He is perfectly good, and as happy as the 
day is long. Little Tom is, for him, all right, as 
you will judge from his going to the play. We 
have had a tolerable allowance of sickness this win- 
ter, and I should like to leave them all sound and 
flourishing. I have heard as yet nothing of0.cially, 
but William says my going is as good as settled. 
Jane dined with us last night and told us so. 

I hear my book is doing very weU. The Spectator 
is very well, but the article has Hutton's fault of 
seeing so very far into a millstone. Ko one has a 
stronger and more abiding sense than I have of the 
daemonic ” element — as Goethe called it — which 
underlies and encompasses our life; but I think, as 
Goethe thought, that the right thing is, while con- 
sciopn of this element, and of all that there is in- 
expJieaiJe round to keep pushing on one's 
into the darknes^.ahd to establish no post that;is 
not perfectly iu light and firm. One gains nothing 
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on the darkness by being, like Shelley, as incoherent 
as the darkness itself. " 

The North British has an excellent article, treat- 
ing my critical notions at length and very ably. 
They object to my vivacities, and so on, but^then 
it is a Scotchman who writes. The best justification 
of the Preface is the altered tone of the Saturday. 

I say nothing about dear Mary except to send her 
my love with all my heart. Love to dear Fan too. 
— Your ever affectionate M. A. 

To Miss Quillinan} 

March 8, 1865. 

My bear Miss Qtullin-ak — I was puzzled by 
your letter, for, I am sorry to say, the volume of 
my Essays did not come from me. The book is 
Macmillan^s, not mine, as my Poems were, and I 
have had so few copies at my own disposal that 
they have not even sufidced to go the round of my 
own nearest relations, to whom I have always been 
accustomed to send what I write. 

But I have just learned that the book was sent to 
you by my mother, and that removes the gift not so 
very far from myself. I hope you will find the Es- 
says, or some of them, at any rate, pleasant reading. 

We have had a bad winter —poor little Tom very 
ill, and most of the othe^ra more or less unwell, one 
after the c^er. And as the unwifilness of Dicky 
and Kelly had a radi along with- it, people uttered 
the horriWe word' smiatma, though it was nothing 
df the kind, gavet UB a great M^t, and cam^ our 

1 Blder dan^teur of ^eiilHnau of Bydat cdhmomo- 

ratod in Toems, 1853. 
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house to be regarded Trith suspicion for weeks. 
However, all that is at last over, and to-morroW 
all the children are going to a party, which will 
show you there cannot be much the matter. Nelly 
looks like a little country boy in petticoats, but she 
is beg in ni n g to show an anxiety about dress which 
is truly feminine. Dicky has been kept away from 
school by his rash, but on Monday he returns. 
They all send their love, and so does Panny Lucy, 
to you and Eotha. I am expecting to be sent 
abroad by this new School Commission, but that 
will not, I hope, prevent me from being in Sep- 
tember at Fox How as usual. — Ever most sincerely 
yours, Matthew Arktold. 

To his Mbther^ 

Thb ATHBNiEtjM, Mavck n, 1866. 

My dearest Mother — It is settled that I go 
abroad. I got the Commissioners’ letter on Thurs- 
day morning, got Lord Granville’s consent last 
night, and this morning I have sent in my formal 
letter of acceptance to ilie Co m missioners. It is an 
eight months^ affair — at least, the pay is to last 
eight months. I have got leave of absence for six 
months, and the report I' must write while going on 
with my schools as usual. I start on the 3rd of 
April Of course, I do not like leaving Elu and the 
children, but it is a great satisfaction to me, as you 
and Pan will well know^ to be going on this erri^d. 
You know how deej^y the Continent inter^^ me, 
and I have here an opportunity of seeing at c<Mn- 
parative leisure, and with -all possible facilities 
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given mOj some of the most important concerns of 
the most powerful and interesting States of the 
Continent. It is exactly what I wanted. I did not 
want to be a Commissioner, I did not want to be 
Secretary, but I did want to go abroad, an^d to 
Germany as well as loanee. 

There is a long letter in to-day’s Examiner from 
« Presbyter Anglicanns,” ^ gravely arguing that I 
have done him injustice, and that he does under- 
stand a joke. I have sent my book to Keble. He 
sent me his Lectures.® I have also sent it to iNew- 
man® — ^'From one of his old hearers.”^ — Your 
ever affectionate M. A. 

To Lady de Rothschild. 

{March 25» 1866.) 

Mt DBAn Lady db Eothsohild — A thousand 
thanks, and will you not also give me a line to one 
of your family at Frankfort, where I shall certainly 
go, and to Madame Alphonse de Eothschild (your 
nifece Julie, is it not) ? I should like to see her 
againjjif she is at Nice or Geneva when I am there; 
and^ having only seen me once, she would probably, 
if I presented myself without a fresh introduction, 
require me to dediner myself at length, -v^hich I hate, 
imd I should be sorry, to be at Frankfort without 
seeing your niece Clementina, if she is there. 

There is some little difficulty at the Council 
Office, at last moment, about my going. I 

1 Satirte^ In tte original Preface to Mssai/s in Criticism. 

3 The Rev. John Ksble was 3?rofessor of Fpetry at Oxford 
1831-1842. ^ Aitenwards Cardinal r^wmaru 

' Mary's Chtu^ii,JD^ord. 
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have no doubt, however, of its all being settled as 
I wish. But I shall not go quite so soon as I at 
first intended, so is it not just possible I may see 
you on your way back? Not that you had not 
mucb better stay at Torquay every moment you 
can ; and to-day it is raining, and this horrible and 
never-to-be-enough-abused east wind is, I hope, 
doomed. I can hardly imagine any walks, even 
walks with your daughters, not suffering some loss 
of delightfulness by this wind blowing upon one 
while one takes them. 

Mr. Lowe’s examination before Sir John Paking- 
ton’s Committee, which is sitting to examine into 
the working of our ofiBice, is said to have been most 
amusing. It lasted aU yesterday, and he comported 
himself en vrai enfant terrible, iusulted poor Sir 
John Pakington so that there was quite a scene, 
and took such a line about the Council Office that 
his hostile cross-examination had to come from Mr. 
Bruce, his own friend and successor, who man- 
aged it, I hear, extremely well. Nothing could be 
cleverer than 3^. Lowe’s present exhibitions, and 
nothing more indiscreet, I should think, as far as 
concerns his chance of office. 

I am afraid your good-will makes you exaggerate 
the favour my book finds, but, at any rate, it seems 
doing better than anything of mine has yet done. 
Think of me sis its author or not, just as you like, 
only do not forget me, 

My very kind remembrances to your, daughters 
and to Miss Molique. — Yours ever most sincerely, 

M. A, 
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To the Same* 

The ATHENiEUM, April 3, 1866. 

My dear Lady de Eothsohild — You left out 
the woid. “week/^ and said you thought of coming 
up to-morrow/^ sq^, though I thought you were 
giying yourself too little time at Torquay, I called 
on Saturday, about two o^clock, in Grosvenor Place, 
and though nothing was known there about your 
movements, I came to the conclusion that as you 
did not arrive last Friday, and must be home by 
the 10th, it must be next Friday that you are com- 
ing. Very many thanks for the two notes. 

On Saturday morning I start, so I shall hardly, 
I am afraid, see you again. I have had so much to 
arrange before going, and the break-up is so great, 
that I shall now be glad when I am oflE ; and when 
I see the chestnut leaves coming out in the Tui- 
leries gar^ns under the April weather, I have no 
doubt I shall again feel the charm and stir of travel 
ag^’as I did when I was young. At present I 
feel dull^ind listless about it. 

I should like to have talked to you about some 
of the notices of my Essa/ys, 1 think if I ^republish 
I shall leave out some of the prelace and 
being too much <3lnere temporary matter; 
about this too I should like to have talked to 
you. I shall often think^of you, and perhaps may 
inflict a l^er upon you some day or other. My 
kindest sfid^ux to, you and to your companions. 
— Yours ever, niost sincerely, „ 

Matthew Arnold. 
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Do not forget to look at my little girl’s picture ^ 
in tke Exhibition of this year. 


To his Mother, 


* HdTBL Mburicb, Pakis^ April 12, 1866. 

Mt dbabest Mothbe — 1 thought it possible I 
might hear from you to-day, but I daresay you are 
not yet clear as to the plaice where I have estab- 
lished myself. I am in my old q^uarters, in rooms 
that join the rooms where I was with Flu and the 
children six years ago, on the third floor, bedroom 
and sitting-room next one another, and the windows 
of both looking over the Tuileries gardens. I 
started in fine weather, had a splendid passage, and 
have had cloudless skies and a hot sun ever since. 
But there is something of east in the wind, which 
makes the weather, to me, anything but agreeable, 
and a great number of people are ill with influenza ; 
for myself, I am bilious and out of sorts, and long 
for west winds and a little moisture. But the effect 


of the sun in bringing opi the spring change is won- 
derful. When we got here on Saturday evening 


the trees in the Tuileries gardens were quite black 
and bare. One ci^ltnut tree that always 
out before the rest had^ httle green on it on^ra^ 
day, but now the whole^l^den has burst intq%&, 
and has a look of sheltoj^d softness in spi^ of 
the vile wind. I miss Flu and the chilton dre^- 
fully, as you may suppose, though 

1 A crayon (drawing of his eider dau^iter, hy 


son. 
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would suit'UQne of them ; #ill they would so like 
to be here, aufL I should so like to see them. The 
sho|i 3 are, sg^leudid. The new buildings I only half 
IxkeL Th^feS^® Paris, which used to be the most 
Mstoricai paSe m the world, one monotonous l^d- 
somer Belgravia. To be sure there are a great many 
^pks into which the improvements have not pene- 
Kated, but all that most catches the eye has been 
xebuUt or made uniform. There is a barrack, mean 
ah^'poor.as any building in England, on the other 
side the Seine, just opposite this hotel, where there 
used to be one of the ‘most irregular picturesque 
groups of houses possible. And then I cannot get 
over theijj^aving pulled down the true cooked-hatted 
Napoll^n from the pillar in the Place Vend6me, 


and put up instead ^ sort of false Roman emperor 
figure in imperial robes. But the shops are splen- 
did, pleasure, and luxury this place 

day mpre and more, the capital of 
and as Europe gets richer ap4 iS^her, and 


K ^'^OTy day mpre and more, the capital of 
j and as Europe gets richer ap4 iSqher, and 
Measure, and luxury are more and more 
valued, Taxis will be more important, 

and more and more ,iike 

Bte had jttfer liave !^yed here, 

poo^bdy, buV^t dinner 1: drove with 

him his ticket for Geneva, 

and s^^^S or him into the 

waitili^HP^Hch is ae iar as they will let you 
JTtm I am atene, have not yet 
sou of Gf^ieral See p, 42. 
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been to the theatre, bat with the horrid 5.30 tcible 
d’hdte one is almost driven to go there, but I do not 
care for it as I once did. I get up the 

morning, and work as if I was at ho^^ but I have 
not jet got my habits at all settled. Hu is so fond 
of seeing things and going here and there that I 
have got to wait for her impulsion before I go any.- 
where, except on business errands. This morning 
I have been to the Embassy to settle about having 
my letters sent, and since then I have pjaid a t-png 
^ visit to Guizot, who is going to start me in titiis 
mqpiry, as he did in the last. When once I get to 
work I shall do very well. Presently I am going 
to call on Mme. Mohl, then to call onJFanny du 
Quaire, then to dine by myself, between seven and 
eight, at a caf6. Then, probably, to Galignani^s to 
read the papers, and then, after a turn in the 
Champs Elys^es, to bed. Will you ^d .fo Elu 
Edward^s Murray for Gentraii Italy cmd J^lorence f 
I know ife has it, and will lend it me ; tell 
when you write to him. I am going to see Sainte 
Beuve to-inorrow, add to-morrow I am going 
to th^^lEnistry d^^nblic Instruction. I shall be 
yeCTpf iSdl ^goes well, to have made 
I can say at preipnt, 
while I th^ of poor despair at the tb^saght 

of my being away in 'Ms ]^ter holidays, and at 
the way they will aU mis^SKte. Write to me hefe. 
Even Westmorland must be disagre^i^ih Ihis 
past wind, but I had rather be theye^^Wj^feir ihe 
Rue de Rivoli.’ I will try and WTite'^WS^'^hce 
every ten days, at least. My love toMKp^n^g^o 
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Walter, wlio I suppose is with you. I hope he 
brought Eowlaud her umbrella all right, and that 
she iiked it. — ever affectionate M. A. 


To his Wife, 

. H6tbl Mburiob, April 13 , 1866 . 

Ton are quite right in saying I am not enjoying 
myself. ... I have sometimes thought of putting 
myself into the train and coming back to you for 
tMs next week, when the schools will be keeping 
holiday, and if I was not hampered by a dinner 
engagement I think I should. 

I was up early, and worked away at my lecture 
till eleven, then I went down and breakfasted, and 
afterwards to the Embassy and saw Lord Cowley’s 
private secretary, about my letters and packets. 
Then to Gruizof s, and he has promised to give me 
directions for this mission, as he did for the last. 

complimented me much on the beUe itude which 
I bM "made on the primary instruction of France. 
Then y Came back here and wrote to mamma, and 
read ; then about three I went to Mme. and 

I must say it did me good to receivei^^^iK such 
cor®ality as she showed. ^ 

Tell that darling Lucy^tSat in the TuilM^ gar- 
dens yesterday I and a great many other people 
stopped to see an old m^ who knew how to say 
some words which made the beautiful blue pigeons 
come flyi^^dqwn from the trees and settle on his 
wrist and shoulders, and then, as he said something 
moye, one after another picked grains of corn out 
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of Ms mouth as regularly as possible, never getting 
in each other's vray, and making way for one an- 
other as he told them. This meaning I went to 
Eapet's, and with Mm to the Minister's. The 
Secretary-General and the Mimster himself gave 
me almost flattering reception, and will furnish me 
with all the letters I want without waiting for 
Lord Cowley's ofi5.cial letter. Then to the Sorbonne, 
where I was presented to the Sector of the Uni- 
versity of Paris; he too was very civil. By this 
time I was a good deal beat^ for I have again 
nearly lost my voice, so I got into a carriage and 
drove to the Palais Eoyal for lunch. I walked 
back, and have written this, and now I must go 
and call on Sainte Beuve. 

To the Same. 

April 27 , 1866 . 

I have had, as I thought I should, rather a 
struggle to get leave to be present at any of the 
lessons. They wanted me to be content with going 
over the bnilMngs, and having a statement of what 
was However, I persisted, and I believe 

they do "^hat I want ; but it is a great 

favou^^lw^fe curious how different is the consider- 
ation to these 0^'^ from that wMch is 

shown to the elemen&py schools- There the In- 
spector goes in whenever ^ipe likes, and takes who- 
ever he likes with Mm"^^i)ut in these lycAesl have 
to go by myself, because the authoritiesrdj^ not like 
the Inspector, appearing a second time a:^T Be' has 
once made inspection, and the Minist^ does 
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not like Handing the authorities I I go to the 
lycie of S4. Louis- to-morrow. 

The Cowleys have again asked me to dinner ; it 
is for this next Sunday, and I am going. To- 
morrow I dine with the Scherers at Versailles, and 

^ r 

shall meet some of the Journal des D4hals set. 
What tremendous news this is about Lincoln!^ 
As they have infringed the Constitution so much 
already, it is a pity Grant, for his own sake, cannot 
go a little further and get rid of such an incubus 
as J ohnson. If Lincoln had been killed two years 
ago it would have been an Immense loss to the 
Korth, but now he has done his work. All the 
recent matters have raised America in one's esti- 
mation, I think, and even this assassination brings 
into their history something of that dash of the 
tragic, romantic, and imaginative, which it has had 
so little of. Sic semper t^annis ^ is so unlike any- 
thing Yankee or English middle class, both for 
bad and good. 

Kiss my little girls — my darling little girls — a 
thousand times. 

To the Same. 

HCtbl 

I do not feel quite certain that little Tom will 
not be more reconciled to school by the end of the 
week. If he does not, however, I suppose you can- 
not come to, ^taly% In that case you must really 
,come here"! or a week. 

1 President was assassinated April 14, 1865. 

3 IJie exclams^on of the assassin. 



Paris is very beautiful just now— beauti- 
ful than you have ever seen it; we will go for 
a couple of days to Pontainebleau, and pass five days 
together here, and you can get all you want. I really 
think this is the best plan you can do if you do not 
come to Italy. The evening of the day you return 
to England I shall go to Italy, and when I am in 
movement I shall feel less. Every one says Italy 
is so fearfully hot, that perhaps travelling rapidly 
about might be too much for you. 

I am beginning to have a great deal to do, and to 
have a great many invitations. To-night I dine at 
the Embassy, and go to the Princesse Mathilde 
afterwards. Her salon is the best in Paris, for she 
has all the clever men as well as the Court circle. 
It was very pleasant at Circourfs last night; no 
one but he, I, and Waddington; . . , and the 
Bruyferes, Circourt^s place, is quite beautiful on the 
high, wild, wooded ground between St, Cloud and 
St. G^ermirin. We had coffee out in the grounds 
afterw^ds^ and the nighting^es were overpower- 


seen in Prance. If you see the Bowyers teU them 
I saw Monsignore Chigi yesterday — the Papal 
Nuncio; he is charming, and has done for me 
everything I wanted. I am going to see ^ho Pfere 
P^ix on Wednesday, so I shall have plenty of the 


K us a model of a hermiPa din- 
very simple, but everything in 
r to a watering-place in the Black 
y, sorry to say. The day 
hC'tS^ Schdrers at Versailles; 
Le most interesting men I have 
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Eoman Catlio]ie side. Did I tell you that I was 
introduced to Mme., de Boissy, Byron^s Mme. Guic- 
cioli, on Thursday night ? She asked me to go to 
her house on Friday, but I was too late home from 
Versailles — not till twelve o^clock. The brilliant 
green of the whole valley of the Seine, with the 
bright white houses amongst it, is quite Southern. 
I had no notion this could be so beautiful. To- 
morrow I was asked to dine at Mme. de Blocque- 
ville’s, Davoust’s daughter, of whom I told you ; but 
I dine with F. — you know how hospitable she is. 
On Tuesday I dine with Milsand, one of the Revue 
des Deux Mondes set. After that I shall make no 
engagement for the evening till I hear what you 
will do. They behave excellently to me at the 
lycies, but their morning hours for their classes — ^ 
eight to ten — are rather trying* 

I had such a dea® note from Dick. 

To hia Mother. 

, Pasts, May 1, 1866. 

itst DE^BBST Mother — Here is a dull first of 
May, but the clouds are very pleasant after s6 much 
hot sun. I have been a little out of-< sort^ since 
I came back, and certainly have never cared so little 
for Paris ; but I have now got plenty to do, and while 
that fe sO, one is at least preserved frotn low spirits. 
It was six yetoJ since I had been here, and the two 
salons whi<^ I na^tet frequented formerly have dis- 
appeared; but one soon re-knits one^s relations in a 
place like this, and I am beginning to fiM it very 
hserd to get ah evening to myself for the theatre; 
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and the theatre here, both for acting and for a study 
of the language, is just what the English theatre is 
not, where the acting is detestable, and the mode 
of speaking is just what one ought not to adopt. 
On^Friday I dined with the Scherers at Versailles. 
He is one of the moat interesting men in France, 
and I think I have told you of him. He called his 
youngest boy Arnold^ after papa, and a very nice 
boy, of about nine, he is. Scherer has made a pil- 
grimage to Fox How, and saw some of the family, 
but not you. He^interests me, from his connexion 
with Vinet, who has been occupying me a good deal 
lately 5 but he belongs now to the most advanced 
school among the French Protestants, and is a good 
deal trouble^ I imagine, bothfrom without and foom 
, within. At his house I met several of the writers 
in the Journal des Dihals, Sainte Beuve, who is 
ju^ made a senator, called for me at half-past ten, 
ank took me to the Princesse MatMlde’s. She 
rOoeiTOd 3 n© very kindly^ and said she knew that in 
my knowledge of Franee said the French laijguage 
and literature I was a ^^Fran^ais^^; to which I 
replied that I had read the writings of M. Sainte 
Beuvef*^ being a great ]prot4g4 of hers. The 
Prince Hapoleon was there, and a quantity of 
official and diplomatic people, also several literary 
notabilities, but none I cared very much for. The 
house, which formerly was Queen Christina^s, is 
magnificent. To-day I am going to the Institute, 
to work an hour or so in the library, and then to 
the CJoUege Louis le Grand, to hear some lessons. 
I have seen the Papal Nuncio, who is charming. 
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and he has given me letters #hich will enable me 
tb see the schools of the Jesuits, wh^ the I^ench 
Minister's letter avails me nothing. Chave just 
seen an American, a great admirer, of^mine, who 
says that the three people he w^^d to^-see in 
Ehrope were James MCartineau, Herbert Spehcer, 
and myself, ^ His talk was not as o-^ tsilk, but he 
was a good man. He says that my^^ssays are 
already reprinted and published in Ainerica, and 
that I shall get something for them, but Ve shall 
see. I hope Elu, who has decided that she cannot 
come to Italy, will join me for a week here. We 
shall go to Eontainebleau together, and that will be 
very pleasant. I shall hardly get aw^** from here 
for a fortnight or ten days to come, so write to me 
here. My love to Fan. — Yoxu ever most affectidijr 
ate M. Al’T 



To Mis$ Arnold, 

Paeis, May 14, 1866. 

Attest Fak — I was delighted with your 
> me, and I would a thousand times rather 
How at this moment than, here; indeed, 
X ^ver cared for Paris so little, and the work 
r have to "do, though interesting, is ve^ harassing. 
We ^nt down to Fontaiaebleau on Thursday even- 
ing,^ as I had a school to see in the neigh'bourhood. 
We drove about a little, and ^en 6ame back to 
Paris. I had bop^ to get off to-morrow niight 
myself, after ^ing Flu off in the morning for 
England, but I carinot. On Wednesday night, how- 
ever, I hope ta,b^ off for certain. 1 have had 4 jo 
get rid of all my^jom^es pf artioles for reviews 
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and magazinjes, for I am too .mnoli distracted to 
write 'anyth4ng tliat satisfies ine. But if I live and 
come back|5^d get my report off loy hands, I will 
fell to^ with .a will. I dined with the Princesse 
Matfiilde on Wednesday. . Sainte Beuve, who has 
just been made a senator, was there; but the party 
was iiot ^eJwise interesting. She receives to- 
night, but I shall hot leave Plu to go there. If 
one is iit a j^ace only at very rare intervals, to see 
people is-*- all gne much cares for; to knit close 
relations with thefe is not worthwhile attempting. 
Indeed, it is impossible, I was much interested 
by Lowers speech on Eeform.^ I think I told you 
that what I '^w of him in coming to Paris and 
going back to London struck me greatly. I found 
'Miide in him I did not know was there. I see by 
tefeacts from the Telegraphj etc,, how furious he 
h^/made the vulgar liberals^ but he has necessi- 
"a. more searching tr^teient of the wlmle 
qn^sfelmvoLBo^ and the rank and file of JEng- 
House of Ck)mmons sp^^^ 
thcfe^, no^dodbt, they will still talk platitS^, 
will,, at any rate, have to learn new ones. Hbaven 
forbid thSit the English nation should becgme like 
thisnaticm; but Peaven forbid also that it should 
remain as it is. If it does, it will be beaten by 
'America on its own line, and. by the Continental 
nations on the European line, I see this as plain ' 
as I see the paper before me ; but what good one 
can do, tiiou^ one .sees it, is another qn^tion. 
Time will decide. , ^ * 

1 On the Borou|^ J’ranchifie Extension Bill j May 3, 1S66. 

VOL. L — X 
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I was at the same in-n at PontauxebleaTi where 
Tom and I were with papa twenty-four years 
nearly ago. We did not go over the Palace then, 
but arrived late in the evening, and started early 
next morning — a wet morning, I remember it jvas. 
It makes me s5.d to think I shall not see Pox How 
this year; but yet dear mamma I must manage 
to see somehow. — Your ever affectionate M. A. 

To John Conington. ^ 

PijBiB, May 17, 1865. 

Mt dear CoNiiraTON' — M!any t han k>s for your 
ready kindness — kindness such as you have always 
been prompt to show me. I leave Paris to-night 
for Italy, but I cannot go away without a word 
of thanks to you. 

Piles of exercise-books are sent to me to look 
through, and I wish you could see them with me. 
TheLLatin verse is certainly very good; but it is 
d^/that Latin and Greek are cultivated almost 
entirely with a view to giving the pupE a mastery 
over Mb own language : a mastery which has al- 
ways been the great object of intellectual ambition 
Wre, and which counts fox more tihan a like mas- 
tery does with us. Perhaps, because it does not 
count for so much with us, a like mastery is, hi 
fact, scarcely ever attaaned in Unhand -^certainly 
never at schooSL 

I go to Germany after I^i%, and IBnish with (me 
or two country dfetriots in loanee. 

, ^ ^ ?F^|ed8d£.ol at 



lU JCULO VyjLCJCit 


W I 


Swinburne’s poem ^ is as you say: the moderns 
will only have the antique on the condition of mak- 
ing it more beautiful (according to their own notions 
of beauty) than the antique: i.e. something wholly 
different. You were always good to “Merope/’ 
and I think there is a certain solidity in her com- 
position, which makes her look as well now as five 
years ago — a great test. The chorus-rhythms are 
unsatisfactory, I admit, but I cannot yet feel that 
rhyme would do. — Ever most sincerely yours, 

Matthew Aen-old. 

To his Wife, 

HOtbl ds l’Bttbopb, Ttjbin, 
May 19 , 1866 , 

‘ This would be charming if you were but here. 
The beat iim, I think, I have ever been in in my 
life ; the room excellently fitted, and a tub, as in 
Paris; but the room would make two of the Paris 
bedroom and sitting-room rolled into one. And 
Turin is delightful. Things already begin to have 
the grand air of Italy, which is so much to my taste, 
and which France is as much without as England. 
At- thC; biid of every street you catch sight of the 
beautiful low, grand hills on the other side of the 
Po, or else of the Alps all mottled with snow, and 
with white clouds playing half way down them, 
I have a feeling that this and Germany axe going 
to suit me a great deal better than France, But I 
must give you my history. Besides, writing to you 
I had to write a quantity of other letters, but I 

1 ** Atala^ta tn CsOydiHi,” 
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found time to caJl on tlie MoUs, and I am very 
sorry indeed yon did not dine there. It appears 
there was Mignet there as well as G-uizot, and 
BankOj and Prevost Paradol, St. Hilaire, and 
quite a large party. I was off at 7 p.m., and inost 
sincerely I wished that I was going to the Calais, 
instead of the Lyons station. Of course, the hotel 
commissionaire had utterly bungled my place. I 
found I had only an ordinary ticket, and had 
everything about the coupd to do for myself. I 
and an elderly Italian merchant from London, 
a very pleasant man, had a coupd together. I 
slept pretty well till Dijon. Then I slept no more. 
But it was light, and after watching the country 
for some time I read the Caua&ries, At Macon it 
began to rain hard, and at Culoz, where it for the 
first time became new to me, it was very wild and 
stormy. An Italian officer got in at Culoz, a very 
pleasant companion too, so we were three. All 
along the Lake of Bourget and by Aix-les-Bains 
in pOTiring rain^ but I could see how lovely it was, 
and the lake with the sweet light blue colour, 
which our English and Scotch lakes never have. 
It was very interesting and beautiful all the way 
to St. Michel, but it got very chill and blustering. 
At St. Mmhel a great confusion to transfer us all 
to diligence, Ahd I got a middle place in an 
int€rieur," ^!^ch was detestable 5 and without a 
coupd I n^er ag^ will eros^ the Alps in any- 
thing but a voittli^iePs carriage. I could see how 
beautiful it was ^Ve'got up the Genis Valley, and 
the ground carpets With -flowers, among them I 
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am almost sure narcissuses, but tbe conducteur would 
let no one get out ; they make great haste, I will 
say for them. At Lans le Bourg, at the foot of 
the zig-zags, a bad dinner, then rain off and on, 
but the mountains mostly clear. 1^'ear the top I 
and a German at last forced the conducteur to let 
us get out, and I had a good walk to the top. 
Snow was all round me, but I got a beautiful 
gentian and a snow- flower, but things are hardly 
out. At the top we got in again, and down to Susa 
(the most beautiful descent possible, I believe) in 
the dark — a wretched way of travelling! At 
half-past ten off for this place, where I instantly 
got a carriage and drove here, arriving about 
twelve, very tired and dirty. I washed and went 
to bed, had breakfast at ten this morning, and 
went to see EUioV who has asked me to dinner 
to-night, so I cannot go and see the Superga, as I 
intended. The Minister of Public Instruction is 
gone to Plorence, whither I must follow him to- 
morrow. There I hope to find a letter from you. 
Write after you get this to the HOtel d’Angleterre, 
Eome. Elliot says I shall have heaps of time to 
go there before the Ministers will be settled. 

To the Same* 

hotel db Elobbncb, Elobbbtob, 
Tuesday May 23, 1866. 

Tou cannot thinTt -wliat a pleasure this letter of 
yours has been, 'and -will be to me. It is a good 

1 Afterwaids Sir Henry Elliot, Britidi Minister at ’Tarin, and 
Amlaassador at Constantinople and at Vienna- 
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accoTint, but I want to hear that you are quite right 
again. Now I must go back to my journey. I 
wrote to you the very day you were writing to me. 
After I posted my letter I had to dress as fast as I 
could and hurry off to Mr. Elliot’s. There was^ no 
one but himself, his wife, and 35dr. Jocelyn, the first 
Attach^. Mr. Herries, the Secretary of Legation, 
and the second Attach^ are here. The house is 
a splendid one, but he has got an equally good one 
here ; it was very pleasant. He said I had certainly 
better go to Eome for a few days while they were 
settling at Elorence, for the Archives of the differ- 
ent public ofSces are at present in huge boxes on 
the bare fioors. I dined at the table d?h6te^ and at 
nine o’clock started by the train for Elorence. You 
would have said all Turin was going ; there was a 
special Bureau open for tickets to the Government 
employes, in fact, it is an immense migration, and 
such as there is no example of in modem times, a 
nation of 22,000,000 changing its capital and trans- 
ferring its public business. My carriage was quite 
full — all men, among them the Minister of Grace 
and Justice ; but there was no smoking, there being 
certain carriages reserved here for non-smokers, as 
^ewhere carriages are reserved for the smokers j 
but it is a great humanity to keep some place where 
one can b^jy^e from tobacco smoke, even if there 
are no ladi^' and the Italians set a gbod^ example 
to the Erenoh here. It poured all night as if the 
slg^ was coming down. I slept moderately. At 
Bologna.our nuipbers fell off, to three, and we began 
to go through the Apennines.- I could Just see 
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what a beautiful place Bologna was on the lowei 
slopes of the mountains, but mist and cloud were all 
round it as they might have been round Kendal, 
We slowly mounted up and up, the train going 
very slowly, and the country getting wilder and 
wilder, but nothing that to my thinking might not, 
except for the buildings, have been England. At 
last we got lihrough a tunnel at the top, and the 
descent was before us. Everything was changed, it 
was the real Italy ; the weather had cleared, it was 
all sunshine and white clouds ; the snow sparkled 
on the highest Apennines, and round us the hills, 
covered with chestnut forest, sloped down to the 
Val d^Arno, which lay beneath us studded with in- 
numerable domes, towers, and roofs, and cultivated 
like a garden. It was for this country I was pre- 
destined, for I found everything just as I expected. 
The cypresses on every height, round every villa or 
convent, are the effect which pleases me most. But 
the whole country is a pell-mell of olive, vine, mul- 
berry, fig, maize, and wheat aU the way to Elorence. 
We got here about eleven, and I came to this new 
hotel of which Jocelyn had told me, and which is 
not in Murray, It was Sunday, so then I went to 
the Duomo, tie church I had so often heard of wi^. 
Brunellesohi^s dome. Then I took a bath, then a 
drive, but a violent rainstorm came on and shut me 
up in thediotel all the evening. I dined late yes- 
terday I passed in running about leaving letters 
and making calls, but the confusion here is im- 
mense. I have not yet had time to see anything, 
except the outsides of things, beyond the “flfaupse I 
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liad of tiie inside of the Cathedral ; but I shall see 
the pictures at the XJffizi now, before Herries comes 
to tell me what the Minister can do for me. I think 
I shall go to Rome to-morrow. I see a letter from 
England here takes three days, so write to me Jiefre 
to this hotel. Let K. hear of me, I shall write to 
her soon. I can truly say I would far sooner be 
with you all at Dover than here, though I like this 
better than Paris. 

Kiss the darlings for me. 

To his Mother. 

DB Flobbnob, Flokenob, 
May 24, 1866. 

My ubaefst Mother — It will be difScult for 
Rome itself to delight me more than Elorence, — 
the Cathedral here I prefer to every church I have 
a9%bt seen in my lifej but it is the look of the 
pl& from every point in the environs which so 
charms me, and for which I have such a thirst that 
it is difiBLcult for me to attend to anything else. I 
am too old to travel alone, and I miss Elu here so 
much that it would be difficult to say that I pre- 
cisely enjoy myself j but I have a deep and growing 
Jtose bf sa&i^tion which was entirdy wanting to 
meinPar|^^asense that I am seeing what it does 
me good loy ■^hole being to ^.and for 

which the tetter all, my have 

had to r^ aJbout So for, my busiaess>^^ I have 
had very little time to do any sights properly, I 
have twice been lor twenty minutes to lo^ at 
Iffid^ia^^^gelo^s famo^tamhs of the two 
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I imagine there is no work of art here for which I 
shall care so much. I have also been for about an 
hour to the Uiffizi, and shall go for another hour 
to-day. I came on Sunday, and to-morrow early 
I start for Kome. The people here are so inter- 
esting, and the intellectual stir among them is 
so great, that my business has great attractions, — 
attractions enough to console one for being pre- 
vented from fully seeing the sights. Through all 
Europe the movement is now towards science, and 
the Italian people is distinguished amongst all 
others by its scientific intellect — this is undoubt- 
edly true; so that with the movement there now is 
among them there is no saying where they may go. 
They imitate the Erench too much, however; it is 
good for us to attend to the French, they are so 
unlike us, but not good for the Italians, who are a 
sister nation. Our Minister at Turin, Mr. ElHbt, 
whom I like very much, was the first person who 
told me that I must certainly go on to Naples, 
because the centre of the present educational move- 
ment was there. I thought he spoke of prima}^ 
education, but the Minister here, whom I have 
seen this morning, tells me that at Naples they 
have their best university, at Naples their be^ 
lyc6e, and at Naples, in short, at this moment 
^‘mirade^^e being done," and he inmsts on my 
going thl^ The miiusterial people ^;kindnefi® 
itself; I “^ink they „ are rather flattered at being 
included in such a mission as this of mine along 
with France and Germany. At Naples^^e In- 
spector-General is, oddly enough, a man ^^m the 
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Italian Government sent over to onr great Exhibi- 
tion, whom a French inspector introduced to me, 
and who dined at my house. I hope to he in Eome 
about twelve to-morrow night; to stay three days 
there, and see the schools of the Jesuits; then to 
Naples and spend three or four days there. They 
have a great large school for young ladies, in com- 
petition with the convents, which I am to see ; then 
I return here for three or four days to see schools 
in Tuscany ; then I finish by Pisa, Genoa, Turin, 
Pavia, Milan, — all university towns. Write to me 
here, and I shall find your letter on my return in 
ten days^ time. I shall write to Flu from Eome, I 
hope, the day after to-morrow. She will keep you 
informed of my movements. You may imagine 
how I shall think at Eome of dearest papa. Tell 
Edward I shall write to him from my farthest 
point south; probably Salerno, where there is a 
university. 

My love to Fan and to Eowland. I am very well. 
— Your ever most affectionate M. A. 

To his Wife. 

Bomb, Moejf 27 , 1866 . 

We got to Eome about twelve. It^was pitch 
dark, ani-tonly omnibuses; I got here about a 
q^uarter t^^^ and was comfortably lodged immwil- 
ately. I Hund Hshart letters would not^Jo to-night 
so I did not write. I must say, I am at present 
more oppressed by Eome and by the sense of my 
want of time, than enohaated. I found Odo Eis- 
sell gofffe to the counfejy, but he was to 
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to-day, and has jnst left his card while I was ont. 

I want to see the great Jesuit School now I am 
here. Yesterday I went to St. Peter’s and saw 
the Pope, and all the Cardinals; tell Tommy the 
horses, carriages, and costumes are beautiful, it 
was the fite of St. Philip ITeri, the patron Saint 
of Rome, so eyerything was closed except the 
churches. I stayed a long time in St. Peter’s, 
came back here to the four o’clock table d^hdte, and 
went afterwards with a French doctor from Havre, 
a ve^ pleasant man, to the Pincian, with which I 
was disappointed, one has such a very imperfect 
view of Rome. It is a glorious place, but it over- 
whelms me. This morning I was up early, and 
have done a great deal since; I have kept myself 
to ancient Rome, the Capitol, Capitoltne Museum 
(where the “Dying Gladiator” is), the Forum, the 
Palace of Nero and Baths of Titus, the Baths of 
Caracalla, the Temple of Vesta, the Theatre of 
Marcellus, the Coliseum. To-night I go to the 
Janiculan for a view of Rome and the country 
round. To-morrow I go to the Basilicas. The 
sun is tremendous, but the air is fresh. I think of 
you all continually. Write in a day or two after 
getting this to the HStel Feder, Genoa. 

To the Same, 

r Naples 1865): 

When I wrote to you the other day I was feeling 
very unwell and knocked up, but I am much better 
now and have got through my work here. $o-night 
I mean to go out and sleep at Castellamar^or Sor- 
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rento, and on Sunday I set my face northwards. I 
think three days will do what is indispensable at 
Eome. I hope so, for Eome I rather dread, I feel 
the air and heat so oppressive there. Here the 
sim is tremendons, but the air is delightful 5 kept 
perpetuaUy alive by the sea. In spite of the 
attraction, for jou, of Eome and its churches and 
ceremonies, this is the place you would like of all 
others. I have been saying so to myself every 
moment since I have been here, and constantly to 
Fusco, who asks much after you. In the first place 
it is just the climate to suit youj then it is, at 
every moment and wherever you look, the most 
absolutely enchanting view in the worlds then 
Naples is itself the most brilliant and lively of 
pl^es, brilliant and lively as Paris, only in a 
natural, popular sort of way. ... I have seen 
nothing except a run of about two hours through 
the museum between two schools, but I am perfectly 
satisfied. I shall carry away more from this place 
than from any other to which this tour takes me, 
even than from Eome. I have seen enough already 
to be sure of that. 1.30 p.m. Up to this was 
written before breakfast, and since then I have 
been out to the university to pay some ofBoial 
visits.; ^3^ have also had a last interview with 
Fusco, Who is a great personage here, and whom I 
like much; And now I find it is too late to go to 
Sorrento or to go even to Pompeii, so I must give 
them both up, dine at the taUe d^hdte here, and go 
to the Oamaldoli afterwards — for this time I must 
-be contented with that. I am not so very much 
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disappointed after all, for I leave sometMng to be 
seen witb yon, — till one bas seen Pompeii and 
Sorrento one has not half seen Naples, We will 
come straight here, by Marseilles, in September 
when^the boys have gone back to school. Septem- 
ber and October are the glorious months here; no 
mosquitoes, the vintage, a petpetual sea-breeze, 
and the perfection of climate, and then we will see 
the environs, Pompeii, Sorrento, Baise, and all 
which I cannot see now. The Camaldoli even 
must wait till then, for I have just heard that it 
is too fax to go in the evening, after the table 
80 I must confine myself to the Castle of St. Elmo 
and the convent of San Martino. I have had very 
hard work, but I have seen a great many institu- 
tions. On Wednesday Pusco called for me at eight 
o’clock and took me to the great Lyceum here; it, 
and all such establishments are in fine buildings, 
because the Government gives them convents which 
it has suppressed. The professors are very inferior 
to those in Prance, and generally, I must say, the 
impression of plain dealing, honesty, and ejBBlciency, 
according to theix own system, which one gets in 
Prance, is very different £com what one gets here. 
But the Government is doing a great deal; beggars, 
for instance, are almost suppressed. LJiave not 
seen half a dozen, and I am told two or three years 
ago you could not go out of this hotel without being 
besieged by them. We were all day seemg the' 
lycde and the trade school annexed to it; the trade 
school is held in a church taken from the Jesuits. 
All the splendid marbles and all the paintings add 
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gilding still remain, but there were drawing-desks 
set up all over the floor under the domes, and the 
pupils drawing at them. I dined alone at the table 
d^hdte, and afterwards took another drive through 
the grotto of Posilipo with Pusco, who had come 
to fetch me. It took me out, like the first drive I 
hafl here, to the view of Ischia and Cape Misenum, 
the most beautiful I have ever seen in my life. 
This country is very insecure at present, from the 
Pope having turned all his own brigands loose upon 
it. Pusco would not allow me to go to the Camal- 
doli as I had at first intended, because I had on the 
day before told the driver that I would go there, 
and he says this is not safe. The next/ morning I 
was up very early, and at nine was with Pusco at a 
great girls’ school, under Grovernment, held in an 
old, convent of the Benedictine nuns ; the vast space 
and cool -^gorridors of these great Neapolitan con- 
vents are delightful j all their gardens are full of 
orange and lemon-trees laden with fruit, and the 
cool-looking plane, and the exquisitely graceful 
pepper-tree. But I liked better the other girls’ 
school at tbe Mjracoli, an old convent of the Pran- 
ciscap nuns, which we went to in the afternoon, — 
the girls in both are of the best classes in Naples, 
buti lik^;their looks better, and their directresses 
better atilheMixacoli. I am so glad you are at 
Dover, e^td^on the Marme Parade. Eli^ the dar- 
lings for me. I saw a li^le duck of a- girl running 
about stark n^ed (tiie best costume for her) at 
Maddaloni yes^iday^ who made me think of . my 
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To his Mother. 

Rome, June 5, 1S66, 

My dearest Mother — I must not be in Eome 
without writing to you, for, as you may suppose, 
I th^ of you very often; and I hope this will 
reach you about the time of dearest papa’s birth- 
day. I have two of his maps here with me, and 
his handwriting upon them — a clearer and easier 
looking print than anybody else can write — and his 
marks here and there in one of the maps them- 
selves are a continual pleasure to me. I think I 
wrote to you from Florence and told you that I 
should probably come here. ... So this day last 
week I started for Naples. My first real impres- 
sion of Eome was on looking back on it from the 
railway between this and Albano. All that is said 
of the impressiveness of the country round Eome 
— the Campagna and the mountains — is true and 
more than true. It is the sight of a country itself, 
its natural features and views, that I like better 
than everything else, and here I quite sympathise 
with dear papa and his liking for being always in a 
carriage, though perhaps he did not give quite 
enough time to towns and interiors. But no doubt 
the towns and iuteriors are not, to me at least, 
exactly delightful; but they are a lesson one has 
to learn, and one has iihe benefit of it afterwards. 
But the pleasant thing is moving through the 
country. The railway goes round to the south of 
the Alban HiUs, and then, instead of crossing the 
Pontine Marshes to Terraciaa, goes to the north of 
the Volscian Highlands, and it was this pAct of 
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the journey, with the Volscian Highlanito ofp one^s 
right, and the- H^rnican country on the slopes of 
the Apennines o:^%iie's left — the old Via Latina, 
with Aii^nia> Fmsino, Sigim, Arpinum 

along the far off it^r-tiiat made me, 

as I went along,wifth his WeSt^h^ maps in my 
hand, think so perpetually of him and how he 
^ would have enjoyed it. The beauty of the country 
exceeds belief, — the Volscian Highlands particu- 
larly, of '"Which I had so often heard him speak, 
are for shape, wood, and light and colour (^j^eir 
northern side, as beautiful ' as a dream. ,^'!5j3.^n we 
passed Mon^ Cassino, after crossing the and 
at St. Germano^ the town under the gjip®jl^^ Benedic- 
tine Monastery of Monte Cassino, we o^^ed a 
riv^ the J^pido, whifch satisfied me for^rolume 
ane^leaig^ss of water j fiiat is the grea^pwant I 
feel in ^^^plail or valley j when I see pein, all 
the streatB^' have got earthy and turbid<^T have 
not been enough into the hiUs to see them in their 
pure state, ^bhd to see the lakes. At Capua we 
came on your old route again, and I thought of 
your uncomfortable night there. And then, about 
five in the afternoon we came in sight of Vesuvius, 
smoking an^ about half an hour after, I was free 
of the and emerged in an open carriage 

upon the Shore of the^bay, and followed it to Santa 
Lucia;, where my hotel was. My dearest Mother, 
that is the view, of all the views of the world, &at 
will stay, longest 'Wife me. For the same lelason 
that I prefer drivkig through fee country to seeing 
sights in towns 1 prefer, infinitely prefeiP hs a 
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matt^^bf pleasure, Naples to Kome; did not you ' 
feel i&s? Capri in front, and the Sorrento penin- 
sula girdling the bay: neyer can anything give 
one, of itself, without mj on one’s own 

paHjSuch denotation as t^^/^^t;,wa8 very hot at 
Napies, and much te do’ in a short time, so 
much that I comd not even see, Pompeii, or Sor- 
rento, or Baifie,^ or any of the' things that are to be 
seen; but every evening, when I had done my" 
work, I got to some point above Naple^ and saw 
Naplb^ and the bay, and that was enough. The 
rrest keep to see with Plu. I came back yesterday 
to Eo^no^t again a most beautiful jopxney. I am 
ezcellehtl^ . lodged here, and this feoming Odo 
Bussel|."has brought me a letter from Cardinal 
Antonelli, promising to let me see the CoUegio 
Eomano, the Sapienza, and the whole 4hing ^ere; 
we go to the Cardinal to-morrow 5 to-dayt is Whit- 
Monday^..and no business can be done. This 
morning before breakfast I went to the English 
burying-ground by the pyramid of Cestius, and saw 
the graves of Shelley and Keats, and — what inter- 
ested me even more — that of Goethe’s only son. 

I came upon it unexpectedly, not knowing — few 
English do know — that it was there; the short 
inscription must certainly have been by Goethe 
himself. How I feel Goethe’s greatness in this 
place! Here in Italy one feels that all time spent 
out of Italy by tourists in Erance, Germany^ 
Switzerland, etc., etc. is — human life being so 
short — time misspent. Greece and parts" of the 
East are the only other places to go to, I am well 
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on the whole; though some days I have been much 
knocked up, as it is very hot. I live chiefly on 
breatd, black coffee, and ices 5 but in England no 
one knows what ices are — the water ices of Naples. 
To-night I am going to the opera with Odo Eussell, 
who is kindness itself. The country on the Nea- 
politan frontier is much disturbed, or I should go 
for the one day’s excursion I mean' to give myself 
^ere, to Arpinum, Cicero’s birthplace; it is among 
beautiful scenery. Russell says, if I like to go, 
he will get me an escort from the French com- 
mander here, but I think this would rather spoil 
one’s day’s holiday. At Naples the dread of the 
brigands is soinething quite inconvenient. 

Now I must stop* I hope to cross' the Alps 
within three weeks fro^a this time, at any -rate. 
Write to .me at th^ l^ste Bestante, Coire, en 
Suisse. IiJ^will be a welcome to the other side of 
the Alps, which I shall not be sorry to reach. I 
say to myself that I keep all about Naples to see 
with Plu' — there is no place she would so much 
enjoy. My Jove to Fan. — lam always, my dear- 
est mother;;,^your most affectionate son, M. A, 

I daresay there is now a letter of yours lying at 
Florence for me. t shall get it when I go bfok 
there, as I shall for a day or two. 

7b Mrs. Forster. 

* ; Tnanr, June 21, 1866. 

Mt nauRnsT K. — I heard the other day of your 
virtuous cohtritiou f(n: not writing to me, and I 
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have for some time been feeling the same for not 
writing to you, so often are you in my thoughts, 
and so much do I still connect you with whatever 
interests me. Here I am again, this time with my 
face to the north. You can hardly imagine the 
delict with which I have noted each fresh degree 
northward, as I made it. Yesterday two great 
stages were accomplished. I crossed the Apen- 
nines, and I crossed the 46th degree of latitude; 
and last night, the first time for about a fortnight, 
I slept without the buzz of mosquitoes in my ears; 
and to-day the venerable Alps are in sight at the 
end of &e street, with their glaciers, their snow, 
their eternal waters. The dry water-courses in the 
Apennines ended by becoming a positive pain to 
me: they actually spoiled my perfect enjoyment 
of the landscape. And nowhere has Scotland, as 
I saw it last year, so gained upon me as here in 
Italy: the charm of those innumerable clear rivers 
is so infinite to me. I have only once, in Italy, 
seen an abounding stream — what I call abounding 
— of pure water; that was the Bapido, which flows 
at the foot of Monte Cassino, by the ancient Casi- 
num ; and how he manages to do so well I can^t 
imagine. The sea is delicious, and on the Biviera, 
between Spezia and G-enoa^ I for the first time saw 
the Mediterranean as one imagines it; even at 
Naples it had not been the right blue. But the 
sea does not make up to me for the want of streams. 
I had a memorable day, however, on Saturday: I 
could not get on to Glenoa till the ne:^ dsty, and I 
was not sorry for a day of rest, on wmoB my only 
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business was to write a letter in Erencb to an 
Italian member of Parliament who had written to 
me about education in Italy. I was at the Croce 
di Malta, an inn with only the rciad between it 
and the gulf. Spezia is at the very recess of the 
gulf of that name, one of the best harbours ih the 
world, of immense depth, protected by mountains 
on almost all sides, and running I know not how 
many miles into the land, with the high Apennines, 
and their off-shoot the marble mountains of Massa 
and Carrara for a background. The gulf is well 
enlivened by shipping, for the Italian Government 
are going to make i%^ their great military port, 
^leaving Genoa for commerce; and there are two 
men -of -war, and twenty steamers for the 

works of the port, *iijj|)^o bn, besides light sailing 
craft. After break^^S^olled out along, the west 
arm of the bay, tow^rofe Porto Venere, and coming 
to a great combe, at first terraced for olive, vine, 
and fig, th^n, becoming chestnut forest, then ending 
in bare^^^|^|j|^ountain, with an unfinished fort, 
which ^MSW^^poleon began, crowning the top, 
I could ^^Ppsist striking up it. There was a 
rough patS^^and I got high enough to command 
the whole gulf, so interesting to me for Shelley^s 
sake too; l^rioi in front, and the open Mediterra- 
nean beyond and fben I made the whole sweep of 
the combe, beginning at the side farthest from 
Spezia, and goia^ round through the chestnut 
forest, ang down again through the olives on the 
side nearesi^bejoak In the recess of the combe, 
where a to^ent ought to break down^ aU 
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was now dry and stony; but this was the only 
drawback, and I thoroughly enjoyed observing and 
taking in the details of the vegetation. What 
most strikes me is the number of characteristic 
features which the hill vegetation in Italy has in 
comihon with that with which I was familiar at 
home. For instance, the fern is everywhere, and 
what a feature that is! I had no notion of this 
till I found it to be so by experience. Then again 
the dog-rose is everywhere, growing nearer the 
^ound than ours, but the same flower; then the 
juniper, with a fuller berry, but the same plant; 
then m^ses of the wild clematis, and this, too, 
I noticed ih the lanes about Fome. Stonecrops 
somewhat different from: ours, but the effect .the 
same. The myrtle, and ‘flower, I found all 
about me on this walk; that and the wild sweet 
pea, and a plant something like a stock, which 
sheds abundance of white juice if you break it (the 
Euphorbia, I think) were the great novelties. But 
on the whole, what I am most struck delighted) 

with, is the identity, on the whole, (01^ effect of 
the hills and their vegetation in Italy^^d with us. 

As to the people, that is a long stcny. I have 
more and more come to papa's way of feeling about 
the Italians, and I cannot but think this a mere 
fair-weather kingdom. 80,000 French, Fuglisb, or 
Glermans might, I am perfectly convinced, enter 
this country to-morrow, overrun it in three months, 
and hold it for ever against all the opposition they . 
would meet with from within. Th^^fedanctotese 
is the only virilp element — he is country 
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Frenduaau -r but he is a small leaven to leaven the 

• V 

whole lump. And the whole lump want backbone, 
serious energy, and power of honest work to a 
degree that makes one impatient. I am tempted 
j»,^inke the professors I see in the schools bj the 
edU^, and hold them down to their work for five 
or six hours a day — so angry do I get at their 
shirking and inejEciency. They have all a certain 
refinement which they call civilisation, but a nation 
is really civilised by acquiring the qualities it by 
nature is wanting in; and the Italians are no more 
civilised by virtue of their refinement alone than 
we are civilised by virtue of our energy alone. 
The French detest them, and are always speaking 
of us and themselves, together in contrast to them; 
and you cannot see "ttie J^^ch soldiers in Rome 
without noticing in therC ®e look of rusticity and 
virility, and of capacity ^ serious business, which 
is just what the Italians want — the feeling of the 
^mich towards us seems to me to be constantly 
getting bette and better — and really the two 
nations ha*^ more in common than any other two 
modem nations. Both French and Italians dislike 
the Americans, and call them a nation mal elevie, 
and *^^<5h awful specimens as I was in 

the Coliseum with! and by moonlight too. But 
I was much taken with a young American attachi 
at Florence j he might have been a gawky young 
Scotchman, and indeed he told me he had Scotch 
blood in him, but he has the temper and moral 
tone of a g^tieman, and the making of a gentle- 
man, in the European sense of the word, in him; 
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and that is what so few of his countrymen have. 
— Your ever affectionate M. A. 

The Government is omnipotent here at this 
moment, and the Ministers are the only people 
in tiie country who really work. They do. They 
have to make the nation, and I hope in time it 
may be done. The R. C. Church is here a great 
obstacle; you know I am not its enemy, but here 
in Italy it seems to me utterly without future, 
untransformable, unadaptable, used up, and an 
almost fatal difficulty to the country. 

To Ms Wife, 

Turin, June 22, 1866. 

It repays one for absence in heat and fatigue and 
everything to get such % letter as that of yours 
which I found waiting for me here the night before 
last, or rather I did not get it till yesterday morn- 
ing. Your account of the children is delightful — 
those dear little girls ! 

I left Genoa on Tuesday evening, having passed 
a long day school-seeing there. It » is a beautiful 
place — one of the places you would thoroughly 
like — next to Naples, I think. I was much hur- 
ried at Genoa, and did not see the town from the 
environs as it deserves to be seen. The mountain 
setting of the place is finer than anything I had 
imagined; but this, too, is left to be seen with you. 
Since I have been in Italy I have rather wished 
you wore ear-rings — the great gold ear-rings oi 
this country, in such a variety of^'Styles, please 
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me so much, however^ it is perhaps as well you 
do not. At fi&lf-past six on Tuesday evening I 
left Genoa; we turned straight up from the sea 
into the mountains, and in an hour^s’^iime a tunnel, 

f niles long, had taken us through the Apen- 
. After the day^s sun the sight of the*hill- 
and the chestnut forest was refreshing, and 
in the river whose valley we followed down on the 
north side there was a Jpltfle water; in the river on 
the south there was node, and all the water-courses 
are stony and dry. This is what breaks my heart 
the Apennines; for, as Dicky used to say at 
Viel Salm, ‘^PapAioves rivers.” By eleven we got 
to Turin, and beftre twelte I was in bed again in 
this best of all possible inns — the Europe — the 
best on the whole, I think^tbat I have ever been 
at. I have a channtti^Sgge aparbnent on the 
premier^ The air was different as I drove 

through the streets of ’this place — and the olive, 

f d fig, and cypress have ceased, and at the end of 
e streets one sees that glorious wall of the Alps 
sparkling with snow and ice (though there is very 
little snow this year), and forming an immense 
reservoir of coolness and moistiftre. And for the 
first lime Jfer a fortnight I slept in peace — the 
m(39^toes have ceased. 

^^terday X paid school and other visits. Among 
the latter, one to Mr. Marsh, the American Min- 
ister, who is a savant, and has bitten an excellent 

t ok on the English language. He is a tall, stout, 
^ mely-looking man of about fifty-five, redeemed 
from Yankeeism his European residence and 
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culture. I like him very much, and hi$ wife is a 
handsome woman; and the young oMacM, Clay, I 
liked very much too. When you find that rara 
avis, a really well-bred and trained American, you 
feel the bond of race directly. I saw also.M* 
MatlSeucci, the ex-Minister of Public Instruction, 
who knows the subject better than almost anybody 
in Europe. I like him -h^ore than any Italian I 
have seen — he is more 12^ a Prenchman or Eng- 
lishman. My opinion of the Italians, from all I 
have seen of them, is very unfavourable. I have 
got to speak the language, for practical purposes, 
tolerably; but I generally find ^ench does. M. 
Matteucoi, for instance, spoke French like a 
Frenchman, and French is a kind of second lan- 
guage in this country. With the two months’ 
practice, and knowing it as I did before, I think I 
may say I have got to speak French really well. I 
am glad you are doing a little at German; directly 
I get to Berlin I mean to take a master, for in 
Germany French does not do as it does here. 

I should like to have been on that expedition to 
the Castle with you. Tell Tommy to write me a 
line. I send a new stamp -expressly on his account. 
Write as before to Berlin, — Ever yours, M. 


To the Same. 

Milan, Sunday^ June 26 , 1866 . 

I got here at midnight on Friday, having lefl^ 
Turin after dinner, and travelled through ' a 
thunderstorm which cooled the air deliciously; 
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one put one^s liand out of the window for the 
pleasure of feeling the moistened air and the cool 
drops. I am at the H6tel de VillOj in an apart- 
ment au premier, a charming sitting-room and a 
vast bedroom. There is a great balcony before 
the windows, and the rooms both look out o6 the 
* principal street, with the Church of San Carlo op- 
posite, and the Cathedral some hundred yards to 
the left. There is not a cloud in the sky, and the 
saints and angels on the white marble pinnacles of 
that incomparable church stand out against the 
deep blue sky as if they were going to take their 
flight into it. A great deal has been done towards 
peopling the niches with statues, adding white 
marble fretwork on the roof, repairing, etc., since 
you were here. It would^flll you with delight to 
see it again; and the'naVe this morning, with the 
light and shade, and the ntimbers at massy and the 
chairs on the floor, was the most beautiful of pict- 
;nres. Ton would like it better than the Florence 
Cathedral, and I am not sure whether I do not like 
it as much. Milan always affected my imagination 
as representing the splendour and wealth of the 
middle age — the noble, grandiose splendour and 
we^th, as Antwerp represents the bourgeois splen- 
dour and wealth; then its situation in this splendid 
plain, with the sun of Italy, but the Alps and 
the lakes close by, I like extremely. And it has 
the look now, more than any place in Italy, of the 
luxury and civilisation of a great modem city, like 
Paris or Londcm- This giyes it something brilliant 
and gay which the other Italian towns hare not. 
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The streets delight me; nowhere have I seen street 
architecture and great houses which I so thoroughly 
like. I find this inn excellent, though it is not the 
one we were at; but the situation is much better. 
At certain points yesterday — the gardens, the 
Corso, a particular church with columns let into 
the side — you cannot think how vividly you were 
brought to my mind. Tho Proweditore here is 
a very agreeable and a distinguished man, and he 
speaks French well, as almost everybody does here. 
I went to him about nine yesterday morning, and 
saw institutions with him till one, when all school 
work stops here; then I went back to my hotel and 
breakfasted. Then I made up my notes and jour- 
nal; then I got a carriage and went to my Provve- 
ditore at his oflELce, who drove with me to the Brera, 
where the secretary showed us through the gallery, 
though it was after hours, and the gallery was 
closed. Of course in this way I saw the pictures 
to perfection. One gets very much interested in 
pictures, at least I do; as I see more of them, the 
whole history and development of art gradually 
becomes a matter of more reality to me. The fres- 
coes of Luini, for example, interest me now in a 
way I could not have believed possible when I 
came into Italy. 


To his Mother- 

Bbelin, July 6, 1865. 

My dearest Mother — I found a letter from 
you on arriving here, and for these last few days 
it has been on my mind to answer it, and now 
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conies another letter from you to-day to decide me. 
I had descended with the intention of looking at 
the pictures in the Museum here for m hour before 
I go to a school Zumgrauef^Hlosterj but as I went 
down the porter gave me fc^r letters, yours among 
them; I went out and sat on a bench Under den 
Linden to read them, and when I could read them 
for the little school-boys surrounding me, and 
clamouring to me to give them one of the English 
postage stamps, I determined to come in and write 
to you at once, as there are many hindrances unless 
one does a thing at the moment. I meant to write 
to you about Chiavenna, and to tell you how 
entirely I agree with you about it; I looked at it 
with great interest for your sake. I left Milan in 
the afternoon of last Sunday week, crossed the 
great plain in gloom and thunder and rain^ but 
found it all clear by the time we got to. Como, 
everything new washed, and the lake sparkling in 
the sun. The plain of Lombardy, with, its grass, 
rivers, and water-courses, had already refreshed 
my eyes, which were weary of the rocky, parched 
ground of Italy proper, for the vegetation of the 
south, splendid as it is, is all alcove the ground in 
the branches and leaves of the trees, and not 
mruBSing and cooling the ground itself in the way 
I so love; but the waters of the Lahe of Como were 
a delightful sight, with the thought how deep they 
were, and what a plenty there was of them. I 
-made out distinctly the chestnuts and papa's 
favourite walk; I had missed them when I was at 
Como before. But what gave me most pleasure 



TO HIS MOTHER. 


333 


was the true mountaiu lawns above the mountain 
forests, grass stretching up to the indescribably 
elegant, delicate outline of these mountain tops. 
There was a German on-board so like Edward that 
I took a fancy to him, ^d, really, till he opened 
his Aouth I could have sworn he was an English- 
man, There was also a charming Italian family 
with whom I afterwards travelled from Coire to 
near Nuremburg, and with whom I became great 
friends. We passed Cadenabbia, where I was with 
dear Elu in 1851, but it was blustering, gloomy 
weather that summer, and Cadenabbia, the most 
beautiful point of the whole lake, looked very 
different this year, with its olives and double lake, 
and the Villa Sommariva and Bellaggio. Como is 
a return to real Italy before leaving it, for the 
olive, which you lose in Lombardy, reappears, and 
even the cypress in moderation, and the orange and 
lemon in gardens. The Colico end with its moun- 
tain towns and villages I was very glad to see, 
some of the campaniles I could have looked at for 
ever. From Colico I went on with the diligence 
to Chiavenna; it got dark soon after we left Colico, 
and we did not reach Chiavenna till half -past eleven, 
when I had some tea and went to bed. I was up 
early next morning and went out, a beautiful morn- 
ing, of course, and then I saw what the place was. 
First I went to the church with its cloister and 
campanile, beautifully Italian, in the best style, 
then I got the key of a vineyard, and went up 
through it to the top of a rock which commands a 
celebrated view of the town and valley. I don^t 
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know whether yon^ent up there. I suppose not, 
but no doubt papa did. The luxuriant chestnuts 
among dark shattered^ rooks, the southern 
serrated outlines of the mountains towards Como, 
with a few spots of snow lying among their rocks, 
then the town with its Italian houses and towers, 
and its valley to the south and turbulent river, in 
the valley mulberry and olive, and fig and vine all 
in luxuriance, and three tall cypresses in a garden 
just below the vineyard rock, and even an orange 
and lemon tree looking, to be sure, as if they did 
not perfectly like their life, then closing in short 
on the north, the high mountains, watered and 
wooded, with a sort of beginning of Swiss chfilets 
on their sides,— it was a perfect last look of Italy. 
I posted over the mountains with me horse, chang- 
ing five times between Ohdavenna and Coire; this 
is the way to enjoy it thoroughly. It deserves 
notice that the stream which makes this pass on 
the Italian side is clear water, and not a turbid 
snow stream; I cannot say how this added to my 
pleasure. Soon I came to waterfalls, and hay- 
making, and pine-trees; then the ascent, during 
which the sun grew clouded; and, when I got to 
the very top, opposite to me pn the north all was 
gray and clondy, and a few drops of rain beat in 
my face; while looking back towards Italy I could 
see a last band of blue sky over her sharp-cut un- 
Swiss-looking mountains. At Splugen, ^ where I 
dined, I was quite cold, the Via Mala I did not 
very much care for, and the whole valley, I thought, 
as Alpine valleys are apt to be, terribly long. At 
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Coire everything was changed; the inn clean and 
comfortable, but Swiss Germanic and bourgeois; 
and instead of the dark-eyed Eoman and Floren- 
tine women looking out of their lattices, four 
German women dressed ^nd hatted as only Grerman 
and English women of the middle class can dress 
and hat themselves, sitting at the top of the table, 
taking tea and talking loud in their hideous lan- 
guage; and when the travellers' book, which they 
had just signed, was brought to me, the last name 
was, Linda Walther, Universitats Professors 
Ga,ttinl" You may imagine my feelings, and 
how my Italian family were a relief to me to 
break the change; but now I am left alone with 
this, the most bourgeois of nations ; that is exactly 
the definition of them, and they have all the merits 
and defects which this definition implies. But I 
cannot wrcite about them now. Their schools are 
excellent. Thank dear Edward for his letter, 
which I got just after I had written to him. Tell 
dear K. that I forgot to say to her that I have had 
a number of packets addressed to me at her house, 
as ours is let. Every one floods me with books and 
documents which I am obliged to send home for 
the most part, or I must have ten portmanteaus; 
but I shall want them, and I shall be glad if she 
will let them be put in one place in Eccleston 
Square, where I can find them on my return in the 
autumn. Please don't forget this with my love. 
I got you a bit of mountain pink at Chiavenna, but 
it is in a Murray I have sent home. The flowers 
I was too late for on my Alpine journey back. I 
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shall never get over my Mont Cerds loss. I have 
charming letters from Tom and Diokj they all 
come to join me on the twelfth. I cannot yet tell 
you where to write to me^ but you shall hear. 
Papa’s name and work are very well known here. 
Berlin is a fine city, but its sole interest fer me 
comes from Frederick the Great, one of the half 
dozen, really great moderns. How I wish we were 
all going to be at Penzance with you and Edward, 
but why will not you come to the Ehine? I have 
such an exquisite picture of Dicky. Love to dear 
old Edward. I have seen no notice of my book,^ 
and wish to forget all such things for the present. 
I am working hard to learn to speak Gterman avail- 
ably. — Your ever most affectionate M. A* 


To Mrs, Forster. 

' H6tEL RoLAITD, 

Rhenish Peussia, July 17, 1865. 

Mt dearest E. — You have not answered my 
former letter, but I write to you again because you 
are so often in my mind, and because Elu has been 
telling me so much of your kindness and William’s 
to her and the children in my absence, and because 
I want you to tell William, if he comes abroad, to 
look in upon us either in going or returning. We 
are here at the most beautiful point of the Rhine, 
with only the road between us and the river, woody 
rocks with the ruins of Roland’s tower behind us, 
in front the island of Honnenswerth with its con- 
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vent, and beyond, across the river, the beautiful 
volcanic line of the Siebengebirge, clothed in wood, 
and reminding me something of the Alban hills. 
The vineyards are everywhere, and the country 
with its sun and its Byzantine churches has a sort 
of loek of distant relationship with Italy, the mark 
of ' the Eoman occupation and civilisation every- 
where present, which in North Germany is so en- 
tirely absent, more even than in England. The 
heat is great, but to me after Italy seems nothing 
very particular, and the great body of water in the 
Ehine — pale green water, no mud and a bed all 
stone, pebbles, and sand — gives one a sense of 
freshness and coolness which one seldom has in 
Italy. It is very dear here — one has to pay as 
much for rooms as at Llandudno, or even more, 
though one gets more accommodation for the 
money; but it is said the expense of living is 
less, though of this I shall know more when I 
have had my bill for the past week. Next week 
we go on to Baden, and of that I shall be glad, for 
the Black Forest is a far more true mountain coun- 
try than this; but for another week I shall not 
have finished what I have to do in this Ehine 
district, and indeed my to-day^s date (21st July), 
and the gap between it and the date on the other 
side, will show you how much I have to do here, 
for it is the going out in a morning and not return- 
ing till night which has interrupted me. The trains 
are so few that one cannot get back at all hours of 
the day as in England. But by Thursday in next 
week I shall have seen and heard what I want in 
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this Khine district, and then I shall go on to Baden 
which I am going to take as my specimen of £ 
smaller Q-erman State — it being impossible and 
useless to go through them all — -and Baden hav- 
ing the advantage of possessing at this moment 
besides very good schools which are open all 
August, a very pretty religious difficulty. I see a 
great deal of George Bunsen here, and find him 
very interesting. He has the house in Bonn whicL 
was bought for his father, and goes there when the 
Berlin session is over. He has been over here, and 
I have passed two days with him in Bonn, he going 
through the Gymnasium there with me, which 1 
found, of course, of great use, and I dining with 
him in the middle of the day. I like his wife too. 
He is brimming with interest on almost every inter- 
esting matter, and not political only, but literary 
and spiritual also, and this makes him good com- 
pany. At present he and every one here are full 
of the Abgeordneten Best, or dinner to tjie Liberal 
Members to be given at Cologne and here on Satur- 
day and Sunday. The Government have forbidden 
it, and the newspapers are filled every day with let- 
ters of notice to this and that person, from the Co- 
logne police authorities wamijig them not to attend, 
and the answers. Yesterday the Cologne Ornette, the 
chief German paper, was seized, because it contained 
an advertisement to the effect that the dinner would 
still take place. It appears that the Government has 
no legal right to stop these dinners, and the police 
authorities at Cologne have no status or latitude of 
powers like those of a French prefect; and these 



TO MRS. FORSTER. 


339 


worthy Grermans have a trick, which they say is 
English and Teutonic, of stickling for the letter of 
the law, and objecting to the assumption by Gov- 
ernment of arbitrary and undefined powers. Eng- 
lish this trick is, but what is specially English, and 
whaf has made this trick successful in England, is 
that in England men have been ready to hazard 
person and fortune to maintain this view of theirs 
and to resist Government’s setting it at nought; 
whereas our German cousins talk, and lament, and 
do nothing — have not, indeed, our genius for do- 
ing something, and just the something most likely 
to embarrass Government and to be successful. 
This Bismarck knows, and it is the secret of the 
contempt with which he treats the Liberals. It is, 
however, to be said that their position is hard, as 
the great English power of refusing the supplies is 
taken away from them by the clause in the Con- 
stitution which gives Government the power of 
continuing the old taxes till the new budget is 
voted. Also the King has always been so much 
in Prussia that there is all through the country a 
sense of his having the right to govern, of which 
we in England have no notion. I saw in Berlin a 
great deal of Lord Uapier, a very able man, or at 
least a man of a wonderfully active and open mind, 
and I could see that he thought Prussian constitu- 
tionalism a rather hollow affair, and that he even 
doubted whether its triumph over the King would 
be good for the country, which has formed its 
habits and is wonderfully prosperous. Tell Wil- 
liam that the effect on the people and properly of 
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Prussia of the land measures — called by the great 
proprietors Confiscation — of Stein, the great Prus- 
sian Minister, seems to me one of the most impor- 
tant things for a politician to study, with Irish tenant 
right a present question in England, and the land 
question undoubtedly coming on for the whole king- 
dom, sooner or later. To return to the Abgeord- 
neten Pest: to-morrow the place of meeting in 
Cologne will be surrounded with troops, there are 
40,000 soldiers in Cologne and Deutz, and every 
one will be turned bach. On Sunday the six 
steamers chartered to bring the party here will be 
stopped, probably before they leave Cologne; at 
any rate we are to have some squadrons of hussars 
round this hotel, and the rest to prevent any Co- 
logne guests from meeting here. You may im- 
agine how exciting all this is. About this country, 
its claves, their relative power, their character, 
and their tendency, one might fill sheet after sheet, 
but I spare you. I will only say that all I see 
abroad makes me fonder of England, and yet more 
and more convinced of the general truth of the 
ideas about England and* her progress, and what is 
needful for her, which have come to me almost by 
instinct, and which yet all I see keeps constantly 
confirming. You may imagine how delightful it 
is to have Pin and the children again, all weU, 
and the children so happy, and their looks doing 
credit to their country with foreigners. Write to 
me at Kiefernadel Bad, in Q-emsbach, Baden Baden. 
The elections, of which I only see the accounts in 
the G-erman newspapers, appear to be all right. I 
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am sorry about Gladstone.^ But Oxford ia moving 
still; ttLOUgb in its own way. Kiss the dear chil- 
dren; we have often talked of dear Willy here. — 
Your ever affectionate M. A. 

W,e shall be some four weeks at Gemsbach, the 
most beautiful country in the world, and I believe 
Wilham has never seen Baden or the Black Porest. 

To his Motile. 

Rolanbsbok, /Sunday, July 23, 1866. 

My dearest Mother — We had your and Fan^s 
joint letter this morning, and that we may hear 
again as soon as possible I will give you our 
address at once — Kiefemadel Bad, in Gernsbach, 
Baden Baden. Kiefemadel means pine-needle,^^ 
and smacks agreeably of the Black Forest and its 
firs. Tell Fan that when she writes abroad a large 
round hand is not allowed, nor thick envelopes, to 
give an excuse for putting as little in them as pos- 
sible. Why, oh, why do not you and Edward come 
to the Black Forest and join us ? Ko mention is 
ever made of this proposition of mine. I shall pre- 
fer the Black Forest, as it is a real mountain coun- 
try, with a mountain river flowing by Gemsbach, 
where we are going to stay. The Ehine here is a 
great highway. The Drachenfels Group, beautiful 
as it is, is soon used up, besides, it is on the oppo- 
site side of the river from us, and this broad, swift 
Ehine is a great barrier. What is truly beautiful 

^ Mr. Gladstone lost his seat for the University of Oxford at 
the General Election of 1866. 
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is the views of the Ehine from the hills on this 
side : the hills are not high, but wooded, and with 
a fine wild character of upland and fir when you 
get to their tops and look inland: the volcanic 
region of the Eifel, too, with its weird, low peaks 
and domes, comes in very well. But the gr®3<t 
charm is the Ehine, like a long lake stretching 
through the country, and the endless towns and 
spires on its banks, so unlike the monotonous gloom 
of the banks of Windermere, which Edward and I 
never used to look at without thinking of the cheer- 
ful edging of the Lake of Zurich. Then the mass 
of Cologne Cathedral on the horizon, and the won- 
derfully delicate and beautiful outline of the Seven 
Mountains for the near foreground. But this hotel 
is very dear, and the whole Ehine is too much in 
the world, and too much flooded with tourists, 
chiefly rich Dutch families. The Hollanders have 
lately discovered the Ehine. It is very accessible 
from Holland, and they swarm in every hotel. 
Incredible to relate, Dutch newspapers are more 
common now in the Ehine hotels than Erench or 
English. Here, for instance, the two papers taken 
in are the K6lni$che Zeitung, German, and the 
Haarlem Courant^ Dutch. I like the Dutch, and 
they have the best possible will towards England, 
while the good-will of the Germans certainly di- 
minishes as they become more of a political nation, 
and get imbued with all the envy, hatred, and mal- 
ice of political striving. The Dutch, being rich, 
come with their children, as the English do. There 
are two families of children here besides ours; 
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and Bonn is full of Dutch, too. . . . The table 
dlidte bell has rung. Mind you write. My love to 
Edward and Ean. — Your ever most affectionate 

M. A. 

How can you live in a place with the absurd, and 
worse, name of Marine Eetreat ” ? 

To the Same. 

Gerksbaoh, August 18, 1866. 

Mt dearest Mother — We have been expecting 
to hear from you or Fan, but the post is, if we may 
judge by the intermittenees of our GdLignani, so 
irregular here', that it is quite possible you may 
have written and we not received your letters as 
soon as we ought. But I must write to-day, to be 
in time for your birthday. May you see many, 
many more of them — the more you see, the less 
we can afford to miss you. While you are at Fox 
How, the dear place still seems like itself; without 
you I do not like to think how changed it would 
be. If it were not for your being still there I 
should feel the gap of dear old Banks’s place in the 
world being left vacant a thousand times more; 
even as it is, I feel it a great deal, and here when I 
go out fishing, and Dicky takes to it as I used to 
take to it myself, it brings Banks to my mind as I 
have so often seen him up in Eydal Head, or by 
the Eotha, with his brown velveteen coat and fish- 
ing-rod and fine sagacious face, more than I can 
say. You were sure to do everything that was 
right and kind about his funeral — every word 
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about that and about bis illness was most interest- 
ing. It was quite right in Tom to come over, and 
I am grieved that I could not be there. You must 
let me know what I am still in debt to you for the 
dear old man’s allowance, and I should much like 
to join in doing whatever may be necessaly to 
keep his wife comfortable for the remainder of her 
days. 

Certainly this year must not pass without my 
seeing your dear face, but when it will be I cannot 
tell — perhaps not till Christmas, or the days after 
Christmas and before the hTew Year. But about 
all this we shall see. This place has suited the 
children exactly. We have just dined at the table 
d’hdte, and now they are all gone down to the 
Murg, which is a broad, shallow stream which 
skirts the bottom of the garden. Dick has his 
trousers rolled up to his hips and his feet bare j 
Budg^ has an old pair of waterproof leggings 
which a gentleman has given him. He and Dick 
will take the poles in an old prints and Tom and 
the girls will go as passengers, and backwards and 
forwards over the Murg they will go all the after- 
noon. When they strike on a rock Dick or Budge, 
according as it is in the department of one or -&e 
other, flops into the water like a water-rat and 
pushes the punt off, and at this stage of their oper- 
ations a faint scream is sometimes heard from a 
party of German tourists who are watching them 
from the t)ank. Dick takes very much to fishing, 
and will come out wi^;me to carry the landing net 
and follow me for hours, deeply interested in all 
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my proceedings, and -willing if necessary to enter 
the river up to his neck to land a trout or grayling. 
Budge cares nothing for fishing, and the punt and 
the liver are his great delights — boating and bath- 
iag. Dear little Tom is wonderfully well, and sits 
in the middle of the punt -with the title of Captain, 
more for ornament than use. When the punt cannot 
quite get to the bank, Budge and Dick get into the 
water, take their sisters in their arms, and carry 
them to land. You have no notion how Nelly is 
improved, with her rich, brown colour, sweet eyes, 
and brown hair cut across her forehead. Her like- 
ness to Dicky strikes every one, and struck me 
the moment I saw her at Cologne. She and Lucy 
are the greatest pleasure to me possible. They go 
everywhere with me that I will take them, and 
their talk is delightful. We passed a yard the 
other day where there were cows, and Nelly said, 
What a nice smell from those dear cows, papa ! 
ImH it Tcind of the dear cows to give us smells ^ ” 
They get very much noticed and made of for their 
spirits and good looks, and certainly going about 
the world so much gives them life and animation. 
We go very often into Baden, where the little I can 
at" this holiday moment see of schools is to be seen. 
Arthur Stanley comes there to-day, I believe, to see 
the Badllies. Mr. Baillie is the English Charg6 
d^Afiaires in the Duchy of Baden, and married a 
sister of Lady Augusta’s. My love to Fan, and I 
am always, my dearest mother, your most affec- 
tionate . M. A. 
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Kiefbbnadel Bad, Gbrnsbaoh, 
August 21 , 1865 . 

My dear Bunsen — I must not leave this place 
without thanking you for your letters, which I 
hope to make use of next month. To-morrow week 
Mrs. Arnold and the children start on their Jour- 
ney back to England. I accompany them as far as 
Cologne (how I wish you were going to meet us 
on the down-Ehine as on the up-Ehine journey!), 
and from thence go to Dresden, Weimar, Coburg, 
and so on. They have had a delightful time here, 
and I shall not like to lose them. On the other 
hand, as I am abroad for a special purpose, that 
of observing the educational machine, I shall not 
be sorry when it begins, in September, to grind 
away again. Here the influence of the holidays 
is felt, though the actual holidays are not, as 
in Prussia, going on. Mr. Baillie, the English 
Charge d'Aflaires, was not at Carlsruhe, but I 
saw your brother-in-law, who was kindness itself, 
and who took me to the Director of Schools, and 
to Dr. Deimling, your Mend. But the Director 
and Dr. Deimling were both just starting for their 
holiday, and though the Director gave me a letter 
opening all public schools to me, he said (what 
others have told me also) that the regular school 
work was over^ and that all which was now going 
on was examination work preparatory to the break- 
up of the schools for the holidays. So I have saun- 
tered about here, seen a little of what was going 
on in Baden and the immediate neighbourhood, 
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but, in fact, pretty miicli myself taking boliday. 
Arthur Stanley is at Baden with his wife. They 
are staying with the Baillies, who have just ar- 
rived, and to-day they are coming over to see us 
here, Baillie having promised to see the Foreign 
Minister of Baden (a very able, well-informed 
man, he says), who is now at Baden, and through 
him to put me in relation with some one at Baden 
whom I can thoroughly pump on school matters, 
which, after all, is what I want, even more than 
to see the schools themselves, those which I have 
seen already giving me a pretty good notion of the 
average remainder. 

This is the real Black Forest, the silver fir, my 
favourite of all firs, covering the hillsides, and the 
Murg, a clear rushing stream, carrying its timber- 
rafts past our windows to the Ehine. The climate 
is what chiefly strikes me, for in these dark-look- 
ing mountain valleys we are surrounded by fruit- 
trees, vines, and Indian corn, so unlike Wales and 
the English Lake country, mountain districts on 
much the same scale as this. On the other hand, 
the very climate, which carries vegetation up to the 
top of these hills, prevents their having the bare 
Alpine summits which make our English hills, 
even at 3000 feet, so striking. 

I shall be at Vevey in September, and shall ask 
whether any of your party are still to be found 
there, but I fear they will not. Eemember me 
most kindly to your wife, to your mother, your 
sister Frances, and all who retain any remembrance 
of me. I cannot tell you what a pleasure it is to 
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me to have seen so much of you when we were in 
the neighbourhood of Bonn. — Ever most sincerely 
yours, Matthew Arnold. 

P.S, This is a much cheaper, as well as pleas- 
anter place than Eolandseck, though not pnmitively 
cheap. 

To Wyndliam Slade. 

Dresden, September 12, 18G5. 

My dear Wyndham — I must write one line to 
say with what intense satisfaction I have just 
heard from Mrs. Arnold that you are made a revis- 
ing barrister. I do not know when a piece of news 
has given me such lively pleasure. She does not 
say which judge had the merit of doing it, but that 
does not so much matter. I thought you were sup- 
posed to be too well off to have much chance, and 
therefore the news comes upon me with the more 
delightful shock of surprise. I congratulate you 
again and again. 

I remember your being at this place, and all 
sorts of stories about it. You were at the H8tel 
de Saxe, but I am at a much better place, the 
H&tel Bellevue on the Elbe, where you must come 
when you bring Mrs, Slade. The Gallery is de- 
lightful, the best ordered, arranged, lighted, and 
catalogued I have ever seen. I am so fresh from 
Italy, that when I look-out of the Gallery win- 
dow here I cannot help thinking, with a regret- 
ful sigh, of the look-out of the Uffizi windows of 
Elorence, and certainly the pictures here strike 
one as having been more tampered with than the 
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Italian ones, and there are no statues, which are 
what I liked even better in Italy than the pictures; 
still this Gallery is a great thing to see. To-day 
I am going on into Austria, and I shall try hard 
to get another look at Salzburg, and some part of 
the ^cene of our delightful journey together, which 
seems only yesterday, and was so long ago. Now 
I am here I must see everything in this direction, 
for I shall never come to Grermany again, partly 
because all time passed in touring anywhere in 
Western Europe, except Italy, seems to me, with 
my present lights, time misspent, partly because 
the Germans, with their hideousness and common- 
ness, are no relief to one’s spirit but rather depress 
it. Never surely was there seen a people of so 
many millions so unattractive. Tell Mrs. Slade, 
with my warmest congratulations on the revising 
barristership, that her friend Dicky was the most 
wonderful success in Germany, and that I attribute 
it entirely, not to his good looks, but to everybody 
else being so inconceivably ugly. Now I must go 
to breakfast. As I look up out of my window, I 
look at the Elbe and the great bridge with people 
and carriages going over it, and the high formal 
houses of the Neustadt, a view you must remember 
so well. — Ever most sincerely yours, M. A. 

To Lady de BothschUd. 

Vienna, September 22, 1866. 

My dicar Lady de Eothsohild — Again and 
again I have been meaning to write to you, but 
then I thought I would wait till I could tell you I 
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had carried to their destination the letters with 
which you so kindly furnished me; but time is 
passing, I shall not be able to go to Frankfort at 
all, and Geneva I shall visit only just before I 
return to England. You remember that at Easter 
I came back from Paris to London for a vTeek; 
when I returned to Paris again I found a note from 
the Baroness James asking me to go and see her 
on one of the days I was in London, and when I 
did go to see her I found her unable to see any one. 
Then Frankfort I have missed altogether, but at 
Geneva I shall certainly make an attempt to see the 
Baroness Adolphe — September is a month when I 
have, I suppose, a good chance of finding her at 
Geneva. My operations have been paralysed in 
Germany by the summer holidays, which are im- 
mensely long, far longer than ours in England, but 
then they have little or no winter holidays: the 
right six months for my business would have been 
the six months from October to April. I did not 
reach Germany from Italy till the end of June, 
and luckily went straight to Berlin; there I saw a 
good deal so long as the school machine kept going, 
but it stopped about the 10th of July, and ever 
since I have done little real work; even the people 
I had to see were so dispersed that I missed a great 
many of them. However much one likes being 
idle, and no one likes it more than I do, one likes 
to be freely idle, and not obliged to be idle when 
one wants to do something, and the hanging about 
in great towns in this splendid weather, and mak- 
ing ofiicial visits which take up a good deal of time 
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and lead to nothing, wearies me to death. Then, 
too, I find, after all, the education of the middle 
and upper classes a less important and interesting 
affair than popular education, as a matter of public 
institution I mean. So many other influences tell 
upon* those classes that the influence of a public 
system of education has not the same relative im- 
portance in their case as in that of the common 
people, on whom it is almost the only great civilis- 
ing agency directly at work. Then, too, I am 
getting old, and don^t like to have all my habits 
and pursuits violently interrupted for so long a 
period of one’s term of life as six months. As I 
go round the Picture Galleries, where the names 
and dates of the artists are always painted over 
their works, I am quite startled to see how many 
of them finished and came to an end at only two or 
three years beyond my present age ; and here for 
the last six months I have not been able to do a 
line of real work, of the work I really care for. 
However, I am very glad to have made my grand 
tour; I think that every one should make his grand 
tour; only I feel as if I should never want again 
to come abroad for those little six-week rushes 
which the English are so fond of, and which I 
once used to think the height of felicity. . . . 
Here in Austria there is a great change in the 
population, and one again sees such a thing as 
grace, light movements, and attractive faces, but 
then here there is evidently a strong infusion of 
a lighter and more mercurial blood. And Vienna 
is not a German place as Berlin and Dresden arer 
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Afe Dresden I thought of you and at Prague also. 
At Prague I had windy, dusty weather that blurred 
everything, but I could see what a splendid place 
it was. For the Saxon Switzerland, what I saw 
of it, I did not, I confess, care much. The rock 
and valley scenery is curious, but the Elbe is 
muddy, and of clear water there is a great want. 
Now I have a perfect passion for clear water; it is 
what in a mountain country gives me, I think, 
most pleasure. I hope to have a glimpse of the 
lakes about Ischl as I go westward, and there I 
expect to find my beloved element in perfection. 
It will be very kind of you if you will let me have 
a line at Geneva (H8tel du Rhin) to tell me about 
yourself and yours. I have Just heard of you from 
Julian Fane ^ with whom I dined last night and 
vdth whom I dine again to-night. 1 like him very 
much. My compliments to Sir Anthony, and very 
kindest regards to your daughters. I wonder if 
you have^ ail gone to Scotland? — Ever most sin- 
cerely yours, Matthew Arnold. 


To TF. jB. Forster, M.P, 

Bbekb, S^tember 80, 1866. 

Mt dear William — I should be glad to have 
lectured at Bradford because it would have given 
me an opportunity of coming to you and Jane, and 
because I know, you would have liked it,' but the 
thing is impossiUe. The distractions of my pres- 
ent business entirely prevent my writing anything, 
1 The Hon, Julian Fane, of Embassy at Vienna. 
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I aon in arrear at Oxford and getting fined, and 
with this foreign report and its ocean of documents 
on my hands I do not see how I am even, within 
the next year, to make up my Oxford arrears. 

I am persecuted by holidays and the absence of 
offieial people; the Minister here is absent, but I 
have just seen the Ghancellor of the Confederation, 
and he tells me that none of the Swiss schools 
reopen till the 15th of October — after the vintage. 

I have just come from Austria^ where they none of 
them reopen till the 1st of October, and I thought 
that was late enough. It comes, I find, from their 
having no holidays at Christmas, or next to none. 

But the Swiss schools I really must see. I had 
reckoned on them to make up my g^s in personal 
acq_uaintance with the German schools; no one will 
go further on a mere diet of documents and divina- 
tion than I wiU, but there are limits even to my 
powers. There ought, in fact, to have been a sepa- 
rate Commissioner for Germany or the one Com- 
missioner ought to have had double time. 

I saw Count Larisch, the finance Minister — 
charming, a man of some £30,000 a year, kee^^ 
hounds in Silesia, English in all his tastes, speakS 
English perfectly, an English gentleman of the 
best type in simplicity and honourableness, with 
more suavity, but without the backbone to save the 
Austrian finances; and he and all his class alarm-^ 
ingly without the $eTioumes$ which is so English, 
the faculiy to appreciate thoroughly the gravity of 
a situation, to be thoroughly stirred by it, and to 
put their shoulder earnestly to the wheel in conse- 
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quence- There is the danger for Austria, and I 
cannot see that she has any middle class to take 
the place of this aristocracy, which is a real aris- 
tocracy, perhaps the most real in Europe — far 
more real than we have any notion of in England 
— with immense estates, perfect simplicity «and 
bonhomiBy but impenetrably exclusive; so exclusive 
that even the diplomatic body, except in certain 
exceptional cases, are not admitted to any real inti- 
macy with them, and the late Princess -Eaterhazy 
(Lady Sarah Villiers)^ was made miserable by 
having to live in a world where every one felt that 
her husband had made a misalliance. In Austria 
one feels that there is some truth in the talk which 
in England sounds such rubbish about the accessi- 
bility of the English aristocracy, but what is really 
the strength of England is the immense extent of 
the upper class— the class with much the same 
education and notions as the aristocracy; this, 
though it has its dangers, is a great thing* In 
Germany there is no such thing, and the whole 
middle class hates refinement and disbelieves in it; 

t makes North Germany, where the middle class 
it, socially though not gpvernmentally, all its 
own way, so intensely imattractive and disagree- 
ablct This too made them all such keen Northern- 
ers; ‘^Ttey say he is a tailor, said Haupt, the 
gpeat ckssical professor of Berlin, of Johnson the 
Aa^rican president; ^‘Qott sey dank dass er ein 
Schneider istl^^ And so on* They all dislike 

ir)iaTigliter of tUe fiftin Karl of and great*graiid- 

dai^ter of Mr. ^ 
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England, though with their tongue perhaps more 
than their hearts; but the present position of Eng- 
land in European esteem is indeed not a pleasant 
matter, and far too long to be begun upon at the 
end of a letter. The English diplomatists are all 

furidus at the position to which Lord , the 

Times, etc., have gradually brought them. The 
conclusion of the whole matter is, men are wanted 
everywhere; not wealth, freedom, institutions, 
etc. etc., S!;Hxrgently wanted as men; and we have 
all to try, in our separate spheres, to be as much 
of men as we can. My love to dear K. ; a letter 
at the Hdtel Baur au Lac, Zurich, in the next 
eight or nine days will find me. — Your ever 
affectionate M. A. 


To Ms Mother. 

ZuBioH, October 24, 1866. 

Mt dbaebst Mother — I don’t know when I 
wrote to you last, but I found here a long and very 
faithful letter from Ean, which tells me a number 
of interesting things, and among them that there 
is a letter of yours waiting for me in Cheste^ 
Square. I wrote instantly “to Greneva for Ed- 
ward’s, which I have got. Tell the dear old boy 
that I will certainly try and get the proceedings of 
the Congress for him, but I am not going again to 
Geneva; however, this is such a centre for SwTO" 
intellectual matters, that I should think they were^ 
to be got here. Tell him, too, that what he says 
about England entirely agrees with my own expe- 
rience; but the English in general seem to be living 
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in a dream, and when one meets them abroad it is 
in batches such as one we have just left at Lucerne, 
living together and getting little chance of “ seeing 
ourselves as others see us.^’ If it was not for this 
consideration, the exaggerated language of all the 
English newspapers about Lord Palmerston ^*nnd 
what he has done for England would be perfectly 
unaccountable. I do not deny his popular personal 
qualities, but as to calling him a great minister 
like Pitt, Walpole, and Peel, and taljs^g of his 
death as a national calamity, why, taking his 
career from 1830, when his importance really 
begins, to the present time, he found his country 
the first power in the world^s estimation and he 
leaves it the third; of this no person with eyes to 
see and ears to hear, and opportunities for using 
them, can doubt; it may even be doubted whether, 
t hank s to Bismarck^s audacity, resolution, and 
success, Prussia, too, as well as Prance and the 
United States, does not come before England at 
present in general respect. The mass of the Eng- 
Ush public, too, with the want of ideas of its 
, ’^istocratic class, the provincial narrowness and 
vulgarity of its middle class, and the nonage of its 
lower, is exactly at Lord PaJmerston^s level and 
not a bit beyond it; and even if it were not so, I 
do not myself feel such cordial reliance as some 
^ople do on what a foreign newspaper calls that 
^^robuste Pleisde des Bright, des John Stuart Mill, 
des Milner Gibson^ des Gladstone, ^ (jui appartient 
Pavenir.'^ But we shall se^^ , 

1 I^rd ^ , 
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2hth October . — I was interrupted for dinner; 
there are two Hotels Baur here, one on the lake, 
the other in the town. This is the third time we 
have been here this year, and the two times before 
we were at the hotel on the lake; that is now 
clo^d^ and we are at the hotel in the town; excel- 
lent, but with Swiss and not English habits; for 
instance, the table d^hdte is at half-past twelve 
o^clock. Yesterday we dined at seven and avoided 
the taibh but to-day I had to go out very 

early, the half-past twelve o’clock table d^hdte 
just suited me, and we shall have supper, answer- 
ing to dinner in England, about eight. We have 
very good rooms on the third floor which enables 
us, though we are in the town, to look over the 
houses opposite, and right away to the splendid 
line of the Glams and Uri Alps; all now deep 
in snow half-way down. Yesterday was a regular 
day of storm, the wind so violent as to shake 
the house, and the rain spouting. This sort of 
weather is greatly wanted, even here. To-day the 
furious wind continues, but there is no rain; the 
weather is .thoroughly broken, however, the sto^b 
is lighted in our room, and all the tourists are 
gone home. Zurich is a great commercial centre, 
and this inn is full, as it is all the winter, with 
travellers chiefly of the commercial class. The 
dinner we have just had — half-a-crown a head, 
including wine, and excellent — reminds one of 
Switzerland as it was before the English rem^e 
the hotels. We have been at Lucerne, as the 
schools here are only just reopened, and I wanted 
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to see something of those in a Catholic canton. 
At Lucerne we had good weather, the first time I 
have ever had good weather at Lucerne, and cer- 
tainly there is no more beautiful place in the 
whole world. And the blaze of colour now that 
the rain had brought the purple that was wanted, 
the bright green still of the pastures, the black 
green of the fixs, the yellow gold of the poplars, 
walnuts, chestnuts, and wych elms, ^d the red 
gold of the beeches, and at the foot ^it all the 
lake, and at the head of it all, the snowy line with 
Titlis, a mountain for whom Obermann has always 
given me a peculiar interest 5 then Lucerne itself 
with its curtain of old wall and trees and bridges, 
and the broad blue-green Eeuss going through it. 
It required a day of mist and rain and penetr?.ting 
damp, showing what the late autumn and winter 
at Lucerne are, to make it possible for one to 
depart. Tommy and I took the steamer on Sun- 
day afternoon to Alpnach; the Alpnach. arm of the 
lake goes among the recesses of the mountains as 
the Kussnacht arm goes among the opener pastoral 
^xmtry", and I have never seen^,an;^hing more 
impressive than Pilatus as we gradually half- 
rounded him, and ‘more solemn than the whole 
folding-in of the hills, at this apitumnal season. 
Tommy is the best little travel!^ possible, and 
hitherto bas had nothing the least like even a day's 
illness. But there is so much to do that I shall 
be glad to get home. To-morrow we hope to go 
to Basle, and on Satiirday % Strassburg*, in Paris 
we shall make very Jittle sW) and hope to reaioh 
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home ^by tMs day week at latest, or possibly to- 
morrow week. About Eber^ bow much sball I 
bave to say to you ! Flu sends all possible love. 
Sbe bas bad so much to do in writing to ber mother 
and sisters, or sbe would bave written. Did sbe 
tell •you of Nelly telling Mxs. Tuffin to take care 
of a little comb I bad given ber? “I wouldn’t lose 
that comb, for all my means, Tuffy, because papa 
gave it me^^’ — Your ever most affectionate 

% M. A. 

To Miss Arnold. 

The Athbn^um (^November 1866). . 

Mt dbabbst Ea 35^- — Tbank dear mamma for bei 
letter, but this week I will write to you, as I bave 
two notes to tbank you for. I bave bad a good deal 
from America, and was therefore the more inter- 
ested in reading what you sent me. The North 
Amei^n Jteview for July bad an article ^ on me 
which I like as well as anything I bave seen. 
There is an immense public there, and this alone 
makes them of importance; but besides that, I bad 
been struck in what I saw of them on the conti- 
nent in tbe^ast few months, both with their intel- 
lectual liveliness and ardour, with which I bad 
before been willing enough to credit them, as one 
of the good reWlts of their democratic regime’s 
emancipating them from the blinking and bushing- 
up system induced by our circumstances here— 
and ^so with the good effect their wonderful suc- 
cess bad produced on them in giving them some- 
1 See p. 228, * ** AwKdd’s JEssays in OriHcdsm/* 
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thing really considerable to rest upon, and Seeing 
them from the necessity of being always standing 
upon their toes, crowing. I quite think we shall 
see the good result of this in their policy, as well 
as in the behaviour of individuals. An English 
writer may produce plenty of effect there, and^this 
would satisfy people like Bright who think suc- 
cessful America will do quite as well for all they 
want, or even better, than successfuj England; 
but it will never satisfy me. Whateve#Mary may 
say, or the English may think, I have a conviction 
that there is a real, an almost imminent danger of 
-England losing immeasurably in all ways, declin- 
ing into a sort of greater Holland, for want of 
what I must still call ideas, for want of perceiving 
how the world is going and must go, and preparing 
herself accordingly. This conviction haunts me, 
and at times even oveirvsftielms me with depression; 
I would rather not live to see the change come to 
pass, for we shall all deteriorate under it. While 
theife is time I will do all I can, and in every way, 
to prevent its coming to pass. Sometimes, no 
doubt, turning oneself one way aJ^r pother, one 
must make unsuccessful and unwSe hits, and one 
may fail aft#? j but try I must, and I know tibat 
it is, only by ffi^g in every direj^^^that one can 

I American letters, which illt^- 

trate the no^HN 

return them. In aH that has been said I hare 
been struck with Ihe muel^tereater caring for my 
poems and knowledge of J^m than I had any 
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notion^lif. This is what is chiefly remarkable in 
the British Quarterly article/ — this and the ex- 
pressions of sympathy on the part of the Non- 
conformists with which the article concludes ; but 
the B&view I would by no means buy to see this. 
You ^jan get it from Mudie^s. There is also a 
curious letter to me in a curious book just pub- 
lished by a man who calls himself Henry Hol- 
beach.^ 

This is Se^long letter all about myself. To con- 
clude with a stroke of self-effacement, I am of 
opinion that my giving autographs is still “pro- 
mature.” 

What would I give to be at Fox How? But I 
see no chance of it at present. A thoroughly un- 
comfortable four or five months is before me — and 
then — we shall see. Meanwhile I am pretty well, 
more disturbed by apprehension of the work before 
me, perhaps, than I shall be by the work itself. 
My love to dearest Mamma. — Your ever affection- 
ate M. A. 


To his Mother- 

^ November 18, 1866. 

Mt dbabbst Mother — I am feeling a little 
tired, but I am getting on with my lectures, and 
whpi they ar^lfee given I shall be able to set to 
w^ in earnest at my report. I took up fey* acci- 
dent the other day at the club tjaa new life> of 

^ ‘^Mattkew Anaold, Poet and Eisayist,” British Quarterly 
Beviewt October 1866. > 

* Henry Holbeacht Btvded m Life amd Fhiloso^hy. 1866, 
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Frederick Robertson^ wMcb has just out, 
aud after I had read a page or two I could not stop 
till I had gone through the two Yolumes. It is a 
most interesting, remarkable life* I had once seen 
him, heard him preach, but he did not please me, 
and I did him no justice. Now I shall read his 
sermons which, from the impression I took, I had 
abstained from reading, and, very likely, I shall 
make him the subject of a lecture at Oxford. It 
is a mistake to put him with papa a^ the Specta- 
fordoes: papa’s greatness consists in his bringing 
such a torrent of freshness into English religion by 
placing history and politics in connexion with it; 
Robertson^s is a mere religious biography, but as 
a religious biography it is deeply interesting. And 
as the English do not really like being forced to 
widen their view, and to place history, politics, 
and other things in connexion with religion, I 
daresay Robertson's liEe will be all the more popu- 
lar for its being so eminently and intensely a relig- 
^us biography. The bits about papa are an account 
of his first lecture at Oxford, and an occasional 
mention here and there: Robertson had imbibed 
so much of him that there must be more about him 
somewhere in what he has lefi^ one imagines, and 
one wants to know how and when the infl.uence 
came. 

Yo% caamot ihink what a pleasure to Dick your 
letter and presents were: it so happened he 
had had no letters on his birthday, and yours just 

1 The Eev. F. W. EohertsoUr ijfcumhent of Trinity Ch 84 ;>el, 
Brighton, 164:7-53. 
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put tihMgs right, for he had felt a little disap- 
pointed. And he is really now able to appreciate 
Scott, and was constantly looking at the book and 
asking about it. He is now gone back to school; 
we thought him not in his best looks, but he must 
grow*and change. The two little girls have been 
with me to the city this morning by river, and 
ITelly insisted we were going back to “ Germany 
again: it was a very pleasant expedition; little 
Tom was w;ith us, and walked capitally all the way 
from here to Westminster. My love to dear Fan. 
— Your ever affectionate M. A. 


To Lady de Bothschild, 

Chester Square, 

Wednesday Morning {December 1866). 

My DEAR Lady db EothsohuiD — Your kind 
but imprudent invitation transported the boys with 
excitement, but in the first place they have engage- 
ments here to-morrow and Monday which they 
must keep; in the second, two youthful schoolboys 
are, for all but their own parents, a luxury to be 
enjoyed with moderation and for no unnecessary 
number of days at a time. Heaven forbid that any 
of them should be represented as having histrionic 
talent; on the contraxy, they appear, giggle, and 
look sheepish, according to the most approved 
fashion of youthful actors. What. I said to your 
daughters was that their musical turn made the 
songs which generally occur in the pieces they 
choose for acting, no difiS.culty for them. 
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When is the performance to take placei|^^ They 
might come down on Tuesday (with a maid) if that 
would give them time to learn their parts before 
the play came off. The two must be Trevenen and 
Dicky, for little Tom has one of his winter coughs, 
and is a fixture at home. But I really think you 
hardly know the avalanche you are attracting, and 
that you had better leave it. I must go for a few 
days to Westmorland, though I can ill spare the 
time, but my mother is not very well, and it is 
nearly a year and a half since I saw her. 

I hope your invalid is, at least, no worse. Many, 
many happy years to you. — I am always, dear 
Lady de Rothschild, sincerely yours, 

Matthew Arnold. 

To Mrs, Forster. 

Fox How, AMBLBSinB, 

Sunday {January 1866). 

My dearest K, — If it is perception you want 
to cultivate in Florence^ you had much better take 
some science (botany is perhaps the best for a girl, 
and I know T;^daU thinks it the best of all for ed- 
ucational purposes), and choosing a good handbook, 
go regulaily through it with her. Handbooks have 
long been the great want for teaching the natural 
science^ but this want is at last beginning to be 
supplied, and for botany a text-book based on 
Henslow^s Lectfures, which were excellent, has 
recently been published by Macmillan. I cannot 

1 Mrs* Forster’s adopted dsfegtter; 
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see th^ there is much got out of learning the 
Latin Grammar except the noainly moral discipline of 
learning something much more exactly than one is 
made to learn anything else; and the verification 
of the laws of grammar, in the examples furnished 
by oae’s reading, is certainly a far less fruitful 
stimulus of one’s powers of observation and com- 
parison than the verification of the laws of a science 
like botany in the examples furnished by the world 
of nature before one’s eyes. The sciences have 
been abominably taught, and by untrained people, 
but the moment properly trained people begin to 
teach them properly they fill such a want in educa- 
tion as that which you feel in Florence’s better 
than either grammar or mathematics, which have 
been forced into the service because they have been 
hitherto so far better studied and known. Gram- 
mar and pure mathematics will fill a much less 
important part in the education of the young than 
formerly, though the knowledge of the ancient 
world win continue to form a most important part 
in the education of mankind generally. But the 
way grammar is studied at present is an obstacle 
to this knowledge rather than a help to it, and I 
should be glad to see it limited to learning 
thoroughly the example-forms of word^, and very 
little more — for beginners, I mean. Those who 
have a taste for philosophical studies may push 
them further, and with far more intelligible aids 
than our elementary grammars afterwards. So I 
should inflict on Florence neither Latin nor Eng- 
lish grammar as an elaborate discipline j make her 
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learn her French verbs very thoUbughly, and do 
her French exercises very correctly; but do not 
go to grammar to cultivate in her the power you 
miss, but rather to science, — Ever your most affec- 
tionate M. A. 

c 

To Ms Mother. 

The Athbn^um, Felruary 3, 1860. 

Mv rwEAREST Mothbb — It already seems a 
long, long time since I was with you, though you 
and dear Fan and the de^ country often rise to 
my mind. I am now at work at my third lecture,^ 
to be delivered this day fortnight, and from then 
till Easter I shall be incessantly at my report. I 
mean to do hardly anything for the Fall Mall 
Gazettej partly because it is not much use writing 
letters when I am immediately guessed, and so 
what I urge does not get the benefit of coming with 
the weight of impersonal newspaper authority — 
partly because the habit ^of newspaper writing 
would soon become too fascinating and exciting. 
I the three next articles'' for the Gomhifl as 
good^as done, I think I told you that I otnnot 
manage to send them to America, as Smith and 
Elder have an agreement with an .^erican house 
which preifente me. But I shall publish in April 
my poem about Clough,^ in MamUlan^ and that I 
can send to America, and so fulfil my promise. 
There will be a good deal of talk about my Cbm- 

1 A Professorl^ tjoctee at Oxford on Celtic literatmre. 

« Thyrm a ^ atttl«)rfs friend, 

Ar^nr Httgii Olongt, 
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hiU article.^ I gather from Jane that you do not 
quite like it, but I am sure it was wanted, and will 
do good; and this, in spite of what the Spectator 
says, I really wish to do, and haye my own ideas 
as to th§ best way of doing it. You see you be- 
long to the old English time, of which the greatness 
and success was so immense and indisputable, that 
no one who flourished when it was at its height 
can ever lose the impression of it. Sir James 
Shuttleworth, who is a good judge, has just told 
me that without agreehig with every, word, he 
entirely, on the whole, want along with the con- 
tents of the article, putting all questions of style 
and clever writing out of question, and that he 
thought the article timely and true. At the Stan- 
leys’ last night a good many people spoke to me 
about it, and with great amusement. I have re- 
ceived an indignant letter of expostulation from 
Lingen, however; but he thinks I want to exalt 
the actual aristocracy at the expense of the mid- 
dle class, which is a. total mistake, though I am 
obliged to proceed Jd a way which might lead a 
hasiy and, angry reader to think so. But &ere 
are certain things which it needs great dexterity 
to say, in a receivable manner, at all; and what I 
had to say I could only get said, to my thinking, 
in the manner I have said it. The Spectator you 
will see; the Saturday keeps silence; most of the 
other weeHy newspapers mention it as the event 
of the ComhiU) very witty and suggestive, and so 
on. 

1 “ My reprinted in Friendships^ <}arland. 
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To-night we have a dinner-pactjr ^ the Forsters, 
the John Duke Coleridges, Lord and Lady Eobert 
Montagu, Mallet of the Board of Trade, and 
Georgina. I think that will do very well. A 
kis^ to Fan and my love to Eowland. — Your ever 
most affectionate A. 


To the Same. 


The AxHENiBUM, February 23, 1866. 

Mt dbarest Mother— I have just finished my 
lecture,, a2i not satisfied with it, and feel bilious 
and good for nothing. Happily it is often the 
case that what I am dissatisfied with at the time 
of writing, turns out afterwards to be better than 
I expected; and when one has to tr^t a subtle 
matter such as I have been treating now, the marks 
of a Celtic leaven subsisting in the English spirit 
- z£A its^toductions, it is very difficult to satisfy 
oneself. However, I shall see how it 16bks toi* 
morrow; at any rate, thfVlMgr© is finishe^^ and' 
I can turn with const^cy to 

g.pO|t. We dine L^y%^ght- 

vlast night we dihe^p^ the Blades; t|f 
night" Defore dear K. dined with us, and that was 
the'^leai^test dinner I have had^l^ a time ; 
the ni^t^fefore that we dined at il;^;W4^or- 
iand’s, and that was pleasant^ thoughi*^^ so pleas- 
ant as my dinner with Julian Fane ^ at Vienna. 
I think I told of Car]yJfe?B being so full of my 
article; I h^ that Bri^i ia full cl it also^ but I 
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liaye not yet lieard any particulars of what Bright 
says. Carlyle almost wholly approves, I hear; I 
am going to see him. The country newspapers' 
have had a great deal about it; two leading arti- 
cles in the Edinburgh Gawrant, iiot by any means 
unfavourable, but trying to use it for their own 
Tory purposes. The Whig newspapers are almost 
all unfavourable, because it tells disagreeable truths 
to the class which furnishes the great body of what 
is called the Liberal interest. But I will really 
put m;^ .h^d on what I can collect send it to 
you., been so bothered with ity lecture I 

have" done , nothing else I meant to do. Thanlc 
dear Pan for sending me the Westmorland Gazette. 
Every one is beginning to tali: of a new religious 
book called Ecce Homo} Macmillan wanted to 
give me the book when it first came out, but I said * , 
I should not read it till I must. I imagine it will ^ ' 
be infoitely more palatable to the En^dsh relig- 
ious . ^orld than Rer^n^s book was \ indeed, the 
revieV in the may be taken, I suppose, 

as proof of this-''^^|fw^e book is by all accoup-ts 
very^far from wl3a9^J|f called orthodoxy; it^ust 
when many peoj^' attribute it to George^liot, 
Siss Evans. J^owever, James Martineau told me 
to-day:|iiep%as q^te positive it was not by her. My 
love io Fan, — Your ever most affectionate 

M. A. 

1 -Bcce Momo : a Survey of the lAfe and Work of Jesus OhHst, 
1866 , 
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To the Seme, 

The Athenjeum, Feb, 28 , 1866 . 

My dearest Mother — I am rather headachy 
and out of spirits, as often happens to me at tlie 
beginning of a troublesome job, such as my ^port 
be; but when I have got my hand fairly in 
with it I shall be all right again, I have no doubt. 
The great thing is, as Napoleon said, savoir se 
bomery there are such numberless temptations to be 
led off into non-essential matters, which, both to 
study and to write of, take valuable time, that to 
fix clearly in one^s mind what information one 
wishes to give, and to give no more, is indis- 
pensable. 

I am more interested than I can well say in the 
thought of Fan going to Paris; indeed, at first I 
sa^d to Flu that I thou^t I must go over for two 
or three -days to be with her there, which notion 
Flu greatly approved; however, I have no time. 
She m^st have me with he:e^in her first visit to 
Si^^eriand. I care for thht more even than to see 
h^ ' in her first sight of Paris, though I sitould 
verylfeioh like that too, Paris will not astonish 
her so^much as if it was the Paris of twenty years 
ago, ahd ah? had arrived at it by post instead of 
rail; one comes too rapidly upon Swi^riand also 
nowadays; bnt what is unchangeable In Switzer- 
land itself remans, and I know no one who would 
feel it more than Fan, or whose pleasure in it I 
should so like to share. And we will go some day 
when there is a short tim^^ in my life,. ^ cares. 
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We shall not leave town till the beginning of May, 
so we shall certainly see yon, and indeed would on 
no account miss you, above all, when there is this 
journey of Pan^s to hear about. You can take us 
or K. first as you like, but I think it is perhaps 
best to take the little house before the big one. 
We dine with them to-night; the De Greys and 
Gnschens are to be there. There is an article in 
the Times to the effect that the Ministry ^ are out; 
but I believe there is no truth in it; and, if this 
should prove to be the case, the credit of the Times, 
already somewhat suffering, will sink still more. 
I had a good audience on Saturday, but not so 
many as last time; in truth, the subject® is not 
fitted for show-lectures, and I am even doubtful 
whether it is not a little too scientific for the Com- 
hiU, the dose of science which the general reader in 
this country can stand being so very small. You 
will tell me what you think of the first part in this 
ComhiU; no other part, unluckily, will have so 
much that is light ^Eid^popularly readable in it. 

. . . Tom ® was all right, dear old boy, and we had 
an hour's walk by the Oherwell, which did m^more 
good than any walk I have had for a long time. 
If I had Tom near me he would be the greatest 
possible Solace and refreshment to me. Now I 
must go home and dress; dear Dick comes home on 
Saturday, but returns Monday. Kiss Pan for me, 
and give my love to Eowland. — Your ever most 
affectionate M. A. 

1 Lord Bofisell's second Administration- 

* O^tlo literatore. ® BSs brotlier. 
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To the Same* 

The Athenaeum, March 10, 1866. 

Mt deakest Mother — First of all thank dear 
Fan for her letter. I had not seen the Examiner 
or the lUiistrated London News till she told me of 
titem. The Examiner was very amusing, and I 
^tnnst get it for Fin. Onr morality is something, 
no doubt. Onr being able to say what we like is, 
in my opinion, absolutely nothing to boast of or 
exult in, unless we are really made better by it, and 
more able to think and say such things as be right- 
ful. We inay like it and imagine it impossible to do 
withouyig 3 but it is, in itself, no xirtue, it confers 
no excellerice. I should be eorry to be a French- 
man, German, or AmerioaSiJ^or anything but an 
Englishman ; but I know tHat this native instinct 
which other nations, too, have does not prove one^s 
superiority, but that one has to achieve this by 
undeniable excellent performance. 

I do not think papa thought of the Saxon and 
CiJlt mutually needing to be completed by each 
otherj on the contra, he was so full of the sense 
of the Celt’s vices, want of steadiness, and want of 
plain truthfulness, vices to him particularly offen- 
sive, that he utterly abhorred him and thought him, 
of no good at Jane, too, to whom I spoke o< ' 
this, is clearly gf the same opinion, and indeed I 
harv-e not a d^fet of it. He thought our rule in 
Ireland cruel and unjust, no doubt. Bfe was not 
blind to faults in the ^axon j but can yotf show me 
a single line, in all h^ has 'vmtten, testifying to his 
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sense of any virtues and graces in the Celt? Ask 
Tom what he thinks. 

I have wasted a week in applying for a vacant 
Charity Commissionership, which I shall not get, 
but I^was rather egged on by my friends at the 
Council Office to apply to Lord Eussell for it. It 
would have given me £300 a year more salary, and 
an independent instead of a subordinate position, 
and I am much interested in the possible applicar 
tion of the Charities to some great and sound 
education scheme. But I believe a lawyer is 
thought necessary for the place, and yery likely 
this is quite right, and I believe they^^ve a re- 
markably good lawyer offering himself. But my 
friends have been v4ty kind about it, and it will 
probably do me no harm to have brought my name 
thus before Lord Russell. 

My dearest mother, you must certainly come to 
us first if you do not come to town sooner than you 
say, for on the first or^ second of May we shaU be 
departing. But more of this another time. I have 
a note from Tennyson ivhich Ban will value as an 
autograph. I meet him at dinner at Lord Strang- 
ford’s this day week. — Your ever most affection- 
ate, M, A. 

To the Same. 

Thb ATHmMvu^March 17, 1806. 

My dear Mother — Bray do not ask me about 
my report, for it only worries me, till I have done 
it, to have inquiries made about it and to have to 
answer them. I am, if you ask me, getting on as 
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badly as possible with it, but done it will be iu the 
course of the next six weeks, and I daresay when it 
is done it will not be so bad. But it scarcely ever 
happens to me that everything I am about runs 
smooth or gives me satisfaction while I am^about 
it. This makes me shrink from setting to work 
r^l the last minute. I have got the proofs of the 
» .Second part of my Celtic papers corrected, and 
the third part written, though I am not satisfied 
with it, or sure whether I shall publish it in May. 
This next month I have two firings, a poem^ in 
Mamdllan and the Celtic paper in the CornhiU. 

I don^t know whether you see the Pall MaU Gazette^ 
but there^as been a long letter this week, professing 
to be by a frenchman, in answer to My Country- 
men?^ I am sure it is by a woman I !^ow some- 
thing of in Paris, a half Russian, half English 
woman who married a Frenchman. The first part is 
not good, and perhaps when the second part appears 
I sh^ write a short and light letter by way of 
reply. *^o-night I meet Tennyson at dinner at liord 
Strangford^S; Last pight Flu and I dined with the 
Forsters, and it was very pleasant ; only ourselves, 
'William did not go Wk to the House till eleven 
o^l^dk. Tomorrow we are at home. On Monday . 
the Forstto und^ hop^ Walter dine with us; on'"/ 
Tuesday ^e have" a dinnef-paajlw — the Henleys 
(she was Agne&j^alrond), Frank XAwley, the Ben- 
sons, the Cum^*' and Slade, Wyndhiim being 
on circuit ; on Wednesday we dine witibrthe Wal- 
ronds; on Thxireday^|^ the John Peels (he is 
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his cousin^s colleague at Tamworth, and the daughter 
admires my poems) ; on Friday we dine with the 
Bensons; on Saturday I dine with the Grant Duffs, 
a men’s party, to meet a Eussian traveller. So we 
are pfetty well supplied for this week. I am rather 
troubled to find that Tennyson is at work on a sub- 
ject, the story of the Latin poet Lucretius, which I 
have been occupied with for some twenty years, 
I was going to make a tragedy out of it, and the 
worst of it is that every one, except the few friends 
who have known that I had it in hand, will think I 
borrowed the subject from him. So far from this, I 

suspect the subject was put into his head by , 

who knew I was busy with it. I shall jSfobably go 
on, however, but it is annoying, the more so as I 
cannot possibly go on at present so as to be ready 
this year, but must wait till next. The children 
are very well, and dear little Tom getting on most 
successfully at his school. I did not get the Com- 
missionersldp, but I had heard enough to convince 
me that only a lawyer would be appointed, and I 
had been so frightened by what I was told of the 
terrors of the post for one wlro was not a lawyer, 
that it was a relief to me when it was given to some 
one else. The truth is, I see nothing except a Sec- 
^ retaryship for Middle Glass, Education which would 
really suit me, undei; my circumstancesj better than 
the post I hold-? My love to dear Fan. I will send 
her Tennyson’s note,— Your evef most affeetionate 
n* M.A. 

The first spring day, ani what would I not give 
to have spent it at Fox JSow ! 



376 


TO HIS MOTHER. 


To the Some. 


The Athbn.«um, March 24, 1866. 

Mx BBASBST Mother — I send Fan Tennyson’s 
note. If yon can let me have a line of papa’s 
■writing — if possible with his signature — I shall 
..^ glad. I send you also an extract which came 
,l^nymously to me yesterday. It 'will show you 
what it is so hard to people who flourished about 
1815 to believe, how foreigners 'actually do at the 
present day speaJ^sf us. 

I daresay Edward, if he sent you the PaU Mali 
•with Horace’s lettOT, will hdve "also sent you the 
Pall MaU with my answer. If not, you sh^l have 
it from^^ne. I was glad to ha^e.^ opportunily to 
disclaim that positive admirali^ of things foreign, 
and that indiffer|nce to English i^pedom, which 
have often b^sn imputed to me, and to explain that 
I do npt dispsmge freedom, but take it for granted 
as cAesouditilm, and go^n to consider other things. 
All'M ^j jaye said in the -way which best, per- 
haps,'%n$^|||'|hese to penetrate, for pene- 

trate -liiey <^frtaihly People seem much taken 
my ans-wer, and now I can. leave the matter. 
T .Isiii-i: whether you saw an article in the 


pm Ms 
Strangfar<^|^; 
subjectB> 
coming Ci 
which I 
sheer disqui^driWi 
ever, the 



paper. It was by Lord| 
vejgr fi^.iferoe on these 
plujiyPlIf' This forth- 
e seecnd €eltio paper, 
might be tro much 
readers. How- 
e it, and I am glad to 
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deal in sheer disquisition sometinies, and to leave 
irony and the Philistines. 

I dine out to-night, and again on Tuesday, but 
then Easter makes a fortnight's break in our engage- 
men-^, which I shall not be sorry for, that I may 
do something in an evening, too, at my Eeport. 
We are expecting Budge home to-night. He has 
been complaining of headache in the top of his 
head, and the doctor there seems to have a notion 
of his having had some slight sunstroke in the 
summer, of which we know notli^g. We are anx- 
ious to have him home, that Dr. Hutton, and, if 
necessary, some one else, may see him. Delightful 
letters from Dick, who comes home on Wednesday. 
We have not yet entirely settled about letting the 
house — at any rate, 'W'e shall be here all April. 

A south-west wind to-day, and what would I 
give to be in Eydal Head, or at this moment — 
six o^clock — coming down by Mirror Pool, with 
daffodils and spring flowefis about md, to get tQ Pox 
How about dark and dine with you and, Pan ! . . . 
Alexander, the Dean of En%,^ is goiB^.^to give one 
of the Dublin Lectures this year on my poems. A 
pleasant journey to you, I shall have a bad mojth 
or six weeks still with my Eeport, but May .and 
"- June I hope to be iu a co^i^on to enfoy. I heard 
the debate on Oxford Tests, dbleridge very good, 
but manner better than matter.— Your ever 
afifeotidnate 

Wi, 

^ Afterwards Bishop of Derry ; Archbishop of Armagh, 
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To the Same, 

% Chester Square, S.W., 
April 7, 1866. 

My dearest Mother — Many thanks for your 
lett^, and tell that dear old Edward that I keep 
his npte as a memorial of his duckishness. Tell 
him that the diction of the poem ^ was modelled on 
that of Theocritus, whom I have been much read- 
ing during the two years this poem has been form- 
ing itself, and that I meant the diction to be so 
artless as to be almost heedless. However, there 
is a mean which must not be passed, and before 
I reprint the poem I will consider well all objec- 
tions. The images are all from actual observation, 
on which point there is an^;excellent remark in 
Wordsworth’s no|es, collected by Miss Eenwick. 
The cuckoo on the wet June morning I heard in 
the garden at Woodford, and all those three stanzas 
yon l^e are reminiscences of Woodford. Edward 
has, I thtnh^ fixed on the two stanzas I myself like 
best in ‘^O.^sy access” and ^^And long the way 
appe^afs.” I also like “Where is the girl,” and the 
s*t^[m. before it, but that is because they bring cer- 
tain placm&d moments before me. I have heard 
nothing the^poem, except that Bradley is 
greatly pl^ed With it. It m probably too quiet 
a poem for ■%[ ^heral taste, but^^I think it will 
stand wear. ^Ifttg^^humber of the Sevue dee 
Mondee just out has ^ article on me, which came 
upon me quite unexpe<^^^ It is by a M* Etienne, 
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of whom I know nothing. I will send it to you in 
a few days, as you will all like to see it. The 
spring weather about Good Friday made me long 
to be in the country, but the return of this harsh 
wealiher has made me quite content to be in Lon- 
don, and to put our country move later. I think 
I told you we had let the house from the third 
of May till the middle of July. 

I think the defections from the Ministry are 
showing themselves to be more numerous than was 
imagined ten days ago. Gladstone's speech was by 
no means a rallying-cry. Bright did the Bill ^ great 
harm (in London at least) by his letter,^ and I 
think things look rather shaky for them. — Your 
ever affectionate M. A. 


To J. (7. 

The ATHEH-aeuM, April 12, 1866. 

'Mt dear Shairp — To prevent all mistakes, and 
leave you without excuse in case of misconduct, I 
write a line to tell you that we have let our house 
(2 Chester Square) and are going out of town on 
the 1st of May. But we shall not go far — perhaps 
to Woodford in Epping Forest, where I heard, two 
years ago, the cuckoo I have brought intn Tkyrsis; 
and, wherever we go, our address may be got at the 
Privy Councils, OfiB.ce, and you will be inexcusable 
if you do not get it and communicate with me. I 

1 The Reform Ball. 

2 To a public meeting at Birmingham ; de man d in g a dem- 
onstration in favour of Refoni. 
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'will take care tliat we meet, if you do not, in your 
shabby way, slip through London unperceived. 

It gives me great pleasure that you and Sellar 
like Thyrsis* Multi multa loquuntur: ideo fides 
parwm adkibenda, says Thomas ^ Kempis j^but 
the voices I do turn to are the voices of our old set, 
now sg scattered, who, at the critical moment of 
opening life, were among the same influences and 
(more or less) sought the same things as I did 
myself. What influences those before and after us 
hWe been or may be among, or what things they 
have sought or may seek, God knows. Perhaps 
the same as we, but we cannot know, cannot, there- 
fore, be sure of understanding them and their criti- 
cisms on what we do. 

thyrsis is a very quiet poem^but I think solid 
and sincere. It will not be popular, however. It 
had long been in my head to connect Clough with 
that Oumner country, and when I began I was car- 
ried irresistibly into this form 5 you say, truly, how- 
ever, thaJ^here is much in Clough (the whole prophet 
side^ in fact) which one cannot deal with in this way, 
and has the feeling, if one reads the poem as a 
m^ orial poem, that not enough is said about Clough 
in it ; I feei^^s so much that I do not send the poem 
to Mks. Olifegh. Stili^ Clough had this idyllic side, 
too ; to deal with tfds suited my desire to deal again 
with that Cunmer county: anyw^, only so could 
I treat the matter tos tiW Videdt qumtum. Do 
not let Mrs, Shairp forget me, Yours ever affec- 
tionately, M, A, 
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To Lady de Bothschild, 

West Humble, Dorkinu, 
May 24, 1866. 

My dear Lady de Eothsohild — I was very 
neai; giving up some business in the City yesterday 
in order to come and see you in Grpsvenor Place. 
I find now it was as well I preferred business to- 
pleasure, as I should have neglected my duty and 
yet been disappointed of my visit. I thought Sir 
Anthony told me one day that I met him in Picca- 
dilly that you were coming back early in May. 1 
have let my house in London, and am living in a 
little place, of which the name, as you see, perfectly 
suits the occupant’s nature. As for paying you a 
visit at Aston Clinton, I have in the next two 
months, besides my usual school work, to look over 
thirty sacred poems, the samemumber of Newdi- 
gates (the Oxford prize poem), ten Latin poems, 
and several English essays; to give a lecture on 
Celtic poetry, of which, as the Saturday Bemew 
truly says, I know nothing, to write a Latin speech, 
and to report on the secondary instruction of the 
Continent of Europe. So I think I had better keep 
quiet at West Humble. Why do not you come over 
and' hear me lecture at Oxford on Saturday at two 
in the afternoon ? THiis is just the moment for see- 
ing Oxford, and the gardens would repay you for 
the bore of a lecture. The country hereabouts is 
perfectly beautiful. We heard of our farmhouse 
quite by accident from the Hobarts, who often 
come here. The Miss Thackerays are, I hear, es- 



tablished in another farmhouse somewhere near. 
I look out of my window on the woods and roof of 
Deep Dene, of which I remember your talking to 
me. Let me hear of you, pray, and when you leave 
Aston Clinton, and where you go to. My kindest 
remembrances to your daughters. — Yours ever sin- 
cerely, M. A. 

Dicky has just been at home for the holidays at 
Whitsuntide. He had been enchanted to find in 
his geography book that Frankfort was the native 
place of the EothscMlds. 

To his Mother, 

Wbst Httmblb, Dorking, 
Jlfay 26 , 1866 . 

Mt beakbst Mother — It was a great pleasme 
to me to have your letter. I do not at all object to 
the word Meresting., which I often use, and^ indeed, 
it is indispensable. But the Dean of Emly^s inter- 
esting lecture on me I have not seen, nor any notice 
of it. . He is a man with a dash of genius in him, 
so what he says is worth seeing. I have not seen 
any notices of myseK lately, though I have heard 
of several, and the Celtic papers are certainly pro- 
ducing an effect far beyond what I had ventured to 
hope. This is a great pleasure to me, and a proof 
how much there is in the way of presenting a sub- 
ject, for .certainly a more hopeless subject in itself 
to approach the British public with one could hardly 
imagine. Few things I should lxk;e better than for 
Fan to hear the lecture I am going to give at Ox- 
ford to-morrow. It is the best of the four, I thini^ 
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and the most interesting. It concludes the series. 
I never wish to be heard by my parents. I should 
not have liked papa to hear me lecture, and that is 
why I say Fan and not you. But I very much liked 
your being interested in the last of my Celtic papers, 
the more so as I had made up my mind, to prevent 
disappointment, to expect none but the special deal- 
ers, in the subject to be interested. This lecture 
which I am going to give tomorrow will not appear 
till the July OomhiU, In the June number I have 
nothing, nor shall I have anything in the August 
one. I am now entirely given to my Eeport, so far, 
at leasi^ as I can get freedom to give myself entirely 
to anything. At any rate, I stay quietly here a great 
deal. The beauty of this country has perfectly as- 
tonished me. Herman Merivale says it is the most 
enchanting country in England, Just this neighbour- 
hood of Dorking between Box Hill and Leith Hill, 
and I am not sure but he is right. It has the cli- 
mate, vegetation, and old, made places of Surrey, 
Sussex, and Kent, and the shaping of the hills is 
far beyond what I had expected. Box Hill comes 
down upon us like the side of Loughrigg, and Leith 
Hill is 900 feet high, only some 100 feet lower than 
Loughrigg, The box and Juniper are everywhere. 
Edward, who is not easy to please out of Devonshire, 
was in raptures. It was very pleasant to have him, 
and see him between Lucy and Nelly at lunch, choos- 
ing to be there rather thau with a side of the table 
to himself, in the highest spirits, and turning from 
one child to the other. Dicky was at home too, 
looking his very best} and Nelly is brown with 



health, and Lucy red. Tom is, for him, blooming. 
The little girls go out with their mamma and me, 
and twitter like two little birds all the way, the 
cowslips, wild hyacinths, and May making them 
beside themselves with joy. We have the run of 
the places round us, and Evelyn,^ who sent very 
kind messages to you, gave us before he went to 
Norway the run of Wotton, which is five miles off 
on the side of Leith Hill — an excellent object for 
a drive. And it has a well-preserved trout stream, 
to which I shall pay my respects when the wind 
changes, but so long as that is in the east no amount 
of sun can make me think the weather anything 
but disagreeable. I am plagued with lumbago. 
That, too, is a benefit of the east wind. Lady 
Wightman comes down to us to-morrow. Fan's 
letter just received. Is that the long detailed ac- 
count of your visit to Oxford she was to send me ? 
We dine out to-night — a horrid bore. Kiss the 
two* boys for me, and give my love to Aunt Jane. 
— ^Your ever most affectionate M. A. 

To ike Seme, 

Wssr HtrmsLB, 10, 1866. 

Mv nxABBsn Mothee^ — I meant to have written 
yesterday, but by the time I had written seven 
letters the carriage was at the door, and we had to 
start for a drive tp Cold Harbour, a little village 
lying in the gorge .between Leith Hill and Bidland, 
with heather, and pinCj, and sandy cliff, and im- 

1 W, J. Evelyn, of Wotten, afterwards H,P. 
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meitse views across the weald of Surrey and Sus- 
sex to the South Downs by Chichester and Arundel. 
We have not hired a carriage here, having had so 
ihany misadventures with our hiring at Woodford, 
but from an inn near, where the horses and car- 
riages are good, we get what we want as we want 
it: Yesterday we had a waggonette, and our party 
was Flu, myself, Tom, and the two little girls. 
Flu gets a drive in this way about three times a 
week, and enjoys it very much. This is our wed- 
ding day. We have been fifteen years married, 
and it seems as if it was only last week. Cer- 
tainly I feel no older, and that is one great benefit 
of going on reading and thinking, one’s sense of a 
freshness and newness in things remains. I send 
you a note I have just had from Lytton Bulwer, as 
I am not sure whether Fan has the autograph. If 
she has, she had better send it back to me, as I 
have some few friends — children — who are col- 
lectors. I am now plagued with my Latin speech 
for Wednesday. J^Tot a word written yet, and I do 
not even know what to write about — what have 
been the University events of the year, and who 
are to have degrees. But I shall make it very 
short, and not a syllable will be heard in the up- 
roar of that absurd scene.^ I shall go up on Tues- 
day evening, and sleep at Tom’s ; thus I can avoid 
all dinner-partying, and go by the last train from 
London. On Wednesday after luncheon I shall 
return here again. I skdll offer Julia my semi- 
circle ticket, though Lady Mayne has asked for it, 

1 Tlie Eacsenla at Oxford. 
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because I think Julia has the first claim. It is 
yeiy hot, and seems blowing up for a storm. Is 
the Eotha very low ? I find myself with a great 
desire for the riyers of mountain countries. I saw 
Dr. Davy after my lecture, and was glad he had 
been pleased. The old Head^ of Jesus said .audi- 
bly after a pause when I finished, '^^The Angel 
ended. . . I have done all, and more than all, 
I hoped to do by these lectures, whether a Pro- 
fessorship of Celtic is immediately founded or not. 
To-night the little girls, who are in glorious health, 
dine with us and drink champagne. This day week 
I hope we shall have the Forsters and Walter with 
us. Kiss Fan for me, and my love to Aunt Jane, 
whom I should much like to set eyes on once again. 
This is a shabby note, but it is to save my honour. 
I will write again about Thursday.-^ Your ever 
most affectionate M. A. 


To the Same- 

West Humble, June 80, 1866. 

My dbaeest Mothbb — Tour long double letter 
and anecdotes deserved a speedier answer. Every- 
thing about Wordsworth and Coleridge is interest- 
ing. Papa^s letter was curious. Certainly if one 
of our boys now wrote such a letter we should call 
it prim, if not priggish. Much is due,, no doubt, 
to the greater formality of sixty "years but I 
imagine that it really was not till after he had grown 
up that papa got that freedom of nature and humour 
which we all associate with him, and which were 
1 Dr. ol Jesus College, 
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so charming. In return for your anecdotes I must 
tell you one about Lucy. She was on the lawn 
with riu and Mrs. Slade when the cat jumped out 
of the bushes with a bird in her mouth. Mrs. Slade 
called out, Oh, that horrid cat has got a bird ; 
but, she herself says, for a thousand birds she 
should not have ventured to interfere. Lucy sprang 
on the cat, seized it by the throat, made it drop the 
bird, pushed it away, and stroked and smoothed 
the bird for a minute or two till it flew off quite 
happy. The charming thing is, she had not a 
notion of doing anything remarkable, and is 
troubled about having given the cat a violent push 
from her, and says, I couldn’t help giving the cat 
a slap, but I hope I didn’t hurt it, because you 
know, mamma, it was its nature to kill birds.” 

Dicky came home yesterday, looking splendidly 
well. To-day he goes with me to Wotton, to fish 
and bathe in the bathing-house. We had a beauti- 
ful drive yesterday between slopes red with the wild 
strawberry ; and the wild flowers are so abundant 
and so curious, this confluence of the chalk and 
the greensand being extraordinarily favourable for 
them, that I often wish for Fan to see them with 
me. We have got Miss Pratt’s book,^ and verify 
unceasingly ; but a third volume is much wanted, 
as so many flowers are absent from the two pub- 
lished ; for instance, there is not a single saxifrage 
in them. 

William turned up yesterday for an hour, on his 
way to Dover to get lodgings. I am very glad for 
1 Wild-JlowerSf ty Anne Pratt. Published by the S. P. 0. K. 
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Ms sake they are out. I tkink lie had held his 
Under-Secretaryship as long as was desirable, and 
is now much better free. For the out-going Gov- 
ernment^ I have no attachment whatever, and at 
tMs moment, when foreign affairs are so all-impor- 
tant, I am glad that the Ministry which is directly 
answerable for the ignoble figure we at present cut 
in the eyes of the Continent should not represent 
us. The Tories may, and probably ought to, do 
nothing ; but, at any rate, it is their good fortune 

not, like Lord , to have made us look ridiculous 

and vain-boastful ; and they do not, like a Liberal 
Government, lean on that class whose vulgarity 
makes it hard for a Minister, who wants to please 
them, not to make England look ridiculous, vain- 
boastful, and ignoble. Neither Liberal Govern- 
ments nor Conservative Governments will do for 
the nation what it most wants; but perhaps a 
Liberal Government flatters and foments most its 
worst faults. Now I have said enough to drive 
Miss Martineau stark mad. Dicky has Just come 
in m trousers. It breaks one^s heart to think of 
Ms changing the dress that one knows him so by. 
Budge does not come for a fortnight. My Eeport 
plagues me dreadfully. — Your ever affectionate 

M. A. 

1 Lord Btisaen^s Govemmettt, having heen defeated on Lord 
Donkemn's amendment to the Reform Bhl, resigned office, and 
were succeeded hy the Conservatives under Lord Derby, June 
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To the Same. 

The ATHBNiEUM, July 27 , 1866 . 

My dearest Mother — I liave just inspected 
my last school. Budge goes back to Dr. Vincent’s 
on tMs day month, the 27th of August, and my 
present notion is by this day month to haye got my 
Report off my hands, to deposit Budge at Dr. 
Vincent’s, and to go on either into Scotland or to 
Wales for ten days or so to get some change and 
rest, then to return home and bring Flu to Fox 
How. But all this is of necessity somewhat tin- 
certain, only I shall at least work the better for 
having it as my plan before me. I am doing better 
with my Report, but I cannot yet say that I am 
getting on as I should like with it. But I hope 
this next week will bring a great change. While 
other people read the cholera returns, I hope to fix 
my mind entirely on this Report, and to work at 
least three hours every morning and three hours 
every afternoon at it. 

We have had a disturbed time, and both last 
night -and Tuesday I was under the gallery of the 
House of Commons to hear what was said about 
the rioting.^ On the Monday night we were on our 
balcony, and saw the crowd break into our sq^uare, 
throw a few stones at Sir R. Mayne’s windows 
opposite us, and then be dispersed by the police. 
The whole thing has been an exhibition of mis- 
management, imprudence, and weakness almost in- 
credible; but things being as they are in this 


M^oitseqaent on the loss ol the Reform BUI. 
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country, perliaps the turn the matter has taken 

is not to be regretted. Even W ^’s absurd 

behaviour and talking and shilly-shallying and cry- 
ing have been of use in bringing about a state of 
good feeling in which the disturbance may grad- 
ually die away without either side getting a vic- 
tory. Not that I do not think it, in itself, a bad 
thing that the principle of authority should be 
so weak here; but whereas in Erance, since the 
Eevolution, a man feels that the power which 
represses him is the State, is himself, here a man 
feels that the power which represses him is the 
Tories, the upper class, the aristocracy, and so on ; 
and with this feeling he can, of course, never with- 
out loss of self-respect accept a formal beating, and 
so the thing goes on smouldering. If ever there 
comes a more equal state of society in England, the 
power of the State for repression be a thousand 
times stronger. 

My letter on Geist ^ has been a great success, and 
I hear of it wherever I go. I understand what you 
feel about my graver and gayer manner, but there 
is a necessity in these things, and one cannot al-v 
ways work precisely as one would. To be able to^ 
Work anyhow for what one wishes — always sup- 
posing one has real faith that what one wishes is 
good and nee^Kul — is a blessing to be thankfully 
accepted. 

* 1 In tbe PoZi MoU Gazette, July 21, 1866* 
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To Mrs, Grant Duff, 

The ATHBNiEUM, September 17, 1866. 

Mt dear Mrs. Grant Duff — My visit cer- 
tainly was deliglxtful, and I shall long feel the 
bettei’ for it. Imagine the Morning Star copying 
the paragraph from the Banffshire paper I But it 
is junlucky so much stress was laid upon its being 
my first salmon capture/’ as all my friends mali- 
ciously ask me if I have caught any more. 

A dreadful, canny, Scottish youth at the station 
endeavoured to defraud me by promising to give 
me change presently, taking my money, and hand- 
ing me my ticket; and then, just as the train was 
coming in, and I asked for my change, telling me 
that he had none, and was not bound to give it. 

Then give me back my sovereign,” said I, and 
here’s your ticket.” “Na, na,” said the ingenuous 
youth, “yeVe bought that ticket A carpenter at 
work there kindly got me out of my difficulty by 
producing the change and promising to get it out 
of the young usurer; but beg your husband, the 
next time he passes that way, to exhort the youth, 
with menaces of pit and gallows, against such tricks 
upon travellers. 

I slept at Perth, and found the inn at the station 
better than the other. The next morning was 
beautiful at Perth, but it changed as we got south- 
ward, Wj passed the Lake country in rain 
worthy that district’s reputation. Our train -ma 
an hour late in London, but I found Mrs. Arnold 
and th^boye still up and waiting for me. If the 
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doctor will let ns, we start tomorrow week for the 
lakes, but we shall be back here before the end of 
October, and mind that we have notice when you 
are coming through in your descent upon Italy. 

My very kind regards to your husband; I did 
not half enough tell either of you how I enjoyed 
myseK during my week at Eden. — Yours ever 
sincerely, Matthew Arnolb. 

To Lady de Bothschild. 

The Athbn^um, S^^mher 17 , 1866 . 

My bear Labt be Eothsohilb — I virtuously 
made up my min d that nothing should induce me 
to stay more than ten days away from my Eeport ; 
and as these ten days were all wanted for the visit 
I had promised to pay, four of them being taken 
up by travelling, and as I wished to be kept out of 
temptation, I thought it best to know nothing of 
your whereabouts till my retnm, and therefore I 
did not write to you. Now I am come back, hav- 
ing, as perhaps you have seen from the Public 
Journals,^' caught a salmon. They did not add 
that I caught no more, the weather being dei^stable 
and the rivers ink-black, and that I missed all tiie 
birds and fourfooted things at which I fired. I was 
entirely on the plain (in all senses) side of Scot- 
land^ but firom Stirling and Perth X looked with 
longing eyes at the Highland hills. I wonder 
whereabouts lanong theih you have been; pray 
write and tell me. I f^l sure you nerver got to 
Skye, and indeed should not be Surprised to hear 
^t with your vast paer^ and uncertain p3|l(ns you 
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iad never got beyond Edinbnrgli, or perhaps even 
Scarborough. I have come back to this deserted 
but still agreeable city for a week’s work ; and we 
shall then go to Westmorland till about the end 
of October, taking your friends Lucy and Nelly 
witlf us. You have of course seen with pleasure 
the inhuman attacks of which I have been made 
the victim in the Ti7ne$ and Daily Telegraph, I 
shall perhaps do penance in a little preface when 
I publish my Celtic articles in a book. My kind- 
est regards to your daughters, and remember me 
to Sir Anthony. — Yours ever most sincerely, ^ 

Matthew A:aNOLn. 

To M. E, Gra7it Duff, MP, 

Fox How, Aicblbsidb, October 18, 1806. 

My dear Grant Dtjff — I read through your 
speech in the Times last night with the greatest 
possible pleasure and concurrence ; it seems to me 
the best deliverance ” you have yet made (as your 
Presbyterian friends would say), but perhaps it is 
only that it is so especially well timed. You have 
not yet had your deserts in public life, but as things 
are now going you are in a fair way to have them. 
Ail you say about Lowe is good, but the Times wrests 
it to a special praise of his education policy, which I 
assure you does not deserve praise, and was actu- 
ated, I believe, mainly by an unintelligent contempt 
and bore at the educationists; boring and con- 
temptible in many ways they are, I admit, but I 
call it unintelligent in a statesman to contemn 
them and be bored by them when he ought, like 
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Shuttleworth, to turn them to account. This is 
a long story, however, and I do not see in your 
speech any special commendation of Lowe’s educa- 
tion measures to justify what the Times says. I 
am sorry you did not put in a word about Bruce ; ^ 
business without clap-trap ought to be encouraged. 
But I think the speech excellent, and will not go 
on regretting and excepting any more. 

We have the sort of weather you told me we 
ought to have had at Eden. The fishing here is 
absolutely nothing, but I daresay you need a fort- 
night’s drought to take the ink out of the Beveron. 
What a beautiful river that isl I am sorry you 
should have had any trouble, but glad that dour and 
tenacious young Scotchman at your station should 
have been blown up. I had a very good letter from 
Buchanan, tell Mrs. Grant BufiE with my very kind 
regards, written in answer to the one I sent him 
from Eden, inspired by her reading of his poetry, I 
wish I heard it (her reading, not his poetry) every 
evening. Mind I hear of your coming to town. I 
have just read two q[uartos on Italian universities 
and schools ; severe work, but improving. 

We go back to London this day week. — Tours 
ever most sincerely, M. A, 

To Ijody de BothscMld. 

How, AMBi^Esma, 0<J«o&er 16, 1866. 

My bear Laby db Rothschilb — I am afraid it 
is out of the question my going to Aston Clinton or 
anywhere else so long as my Report remains, as it 

27Ti ’ 
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still does, tmfinislied. I liave been waiting to ^ee if 
Italy, with wMcb I am now busy,- would compress 
herself so as to leave me a little room for a holiday 
at the end of this month, but she entirely refuses. 

I have had to read two quartos about Italian schools 
and'universities, and the style of modem Italian is 
so diffuse and tedious, has so entirely lost the good 
habits of Latin and French, that I would almost as 
soon have had to read two quartos of German. 
Germany comes next, but most of what I have to 
read for Germany is already read; however, till the 
end of the year I shall be hampered and worried, 
and unable to pay a single visit, or even to go to 
Oxford to give my lecture. 

I have just told Nelly I was writing to you, upon 
which she cried out, “Give my darling love — to the 
little dog She and Lucy will have had a delight- 
ful month here ; we have had only one day of regu- 
lar rain, and more than a fortnight wiiliout any 
rain at all. The ferns are red, and the woods all 
colours, and this country looking its very best, as in 
October it generally does. But I have been unable 
either to fish, shoot, or take mountain walks, because 
of this abominable Report, and have been reduced to 
enjoying the country from the windows, or in short 
and rapid constitutionals. On Saturday we return to 
liOndon, and there we shall be till May. You must 
let me know some day when you come up, and un- 
less my inspection duties are very adverse, I will 
appear at luncheon. We passed your hiUs in a 
gleam that made them look really beautiful, and 
depeiqd upon it Aston Clinton in November,^or even 
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October, is a great deal better than Braemar. So 
my kindest regards to y onr daughters, and tell them 
not to be discontented. Pray remember me, too, 
very kindly to Sir Anthony, and believe me, dear 
Lady de Bothschild, very sincerely yours, 

Matthew ArnoliJ; 

To hi$ MotTier, 

Athenaeum Club, Pall Mall, S.W., 
November 3, 1866. 

My DEAREST Mother — I came home last night 
after three days in Suffolk, a county with a physiog- 
nomy of its own, and which I like. I have had a 
troublesome cold, but it is now, I hope, passing away. 
Lake ^ has turned up, looking very gray, but I always 
see him with pleasure for the sake of old times. I 
am sorry to say he gives a very bad account of the 
poor Bishop of London’s® health still. I am told 
what is said of papa in the notice of Cotton® in to- 
day’s Times is very good, but I have not yet had 
time to read it I have scrambled through the 
second volume of the Archbishop’s^ Life, and while 
the old impression of the sifting and clearing power 
(up to a certain point) of his mind and conversation 
has been wonderfully revived, I have found, too, 
something touching and spiritual which very much 
moves and interests me, and which gives me a sense 
of depth and rest in the man which his writings 
never give, and personsd intercourse with him sel- 
dom, I think, gave. . I hhve just seen John Luke 

1 Afterwards Bean of BtuSito. « Br. Tait. 

« Btshop of Calcatta. ^ ih. Wliitlely^^Arclibishop of INliUji* 
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Coleridge, who speaks of Whately very severely, 
and in so speaking speaks as many others, but I 
think this book will do his reputation good. We 
had a small dinner-pai*ty the other night of pleasant 
and clever people individually ; Twistleton, Froude, 
and^Odo Bussell, but they did not exactly amalga- 
mate, and it was not so pleasant as it ought to have 
been. The Manual ^ of Bishop Wilson, which I took 
away from Fox How, is my constant companion. 
I very much like the autograph in the first page, 
but the book itself, which I have now nearly got 
through reading, re-reading, and re-rereading, is 
delightful to me and just the sort of book I like. 
So its peaceful slumbers in the study have not been 
disturbed for nothing. And now I must go to 
work, and, I hope, finish Italy. My work spreads 
and spreads before me, and when I shall be fairly 
through it I don^t know. Love to all at Fox How. 
A kiss to Fan, who should write more frequently. 
— Your ever most affectionate M. A. 

To the Same. 

ATHBN-aeuM, N'ovemher 9, 1866. 

My nearest Mother — As to " note,” it is used 
in the sense of the Latin word nota to mean a TnarJc. 
It has long been used in theology, and from thence 
I took it.^ 

We had a very pleasant dinner-party last night 
which grew up out of small beginnings. First, I 

1 ** Maxims of Piety and Chi^tiaxiity,*^ by Thomas Wilson, 
Bishop of Sodor and Man. 

* See ** The Literary Infliience of Academies ** in JSssays in 
CriUdam 



liad asked Lake to dine quite alone with us, then a 
M. Milsand, a Frenchman and a remarkable writer, 
who had been very civil to me when I was in Paris 
last year, called unexpectedly, and I added him to 
Lake; then I found Milsand was staying with 
Browning, and I added Browning; then Lord 
Houghton went with me and William Forster to 
Spnrgeon^s lecture, and, having asked William of 
course to dine if he stayed in London, I found that 
Lord Houghton was a foiend of Milsand^s, and so I 
^asked him too ; then Flu suggested that we ought 
to ask the Ousts, which was very true, so we asked 
them ; and they all came. This is how one’s reso- 
lutions of having no more dinnerparties get set 
aside. Welsh ^ reaJly excelled herself, which, as 
seven of the party were men, and men, as Fanny 
Lucy civilly says, ^^are such pigs about their din- 
ner,” was just as well ; everybody made themselves 
pleasant, and it did exteemely well. IMilsand speaks 
beautiful English, and William found out that he 
had once reviewed some essay of Milsand’s about 
the Quakers. Spurgeon’s lecture was well worth 
hearing, though, from William’s getting us places of 
honour on the bench close behind Spurgeon, we did 
not see or hear him to such advantage as the less 
favoured, public in the body of the hall It was a 
study in the way of speaidng and management of 
the voice ; though his voice is not beautiful as some 
people call it, nor is his pronunciation quite pure. 
Still, it is a most striking performance, andreminded 
me very much of Bright’s. Occasionally there were 
bits in which he showed “unction and real feeling; 
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sometimes he was the mere dissenting Philistine ; 
but he kept up one’s interest and attention for 
more than an hour and a half, and that is the great 
thing. I am very glad I hare heard him» 

I slept at Copford the night before last, but now I 
have done my country schools, and have nothing to 
take me out of London till next April. I wrote in 
the train going down to Suffolk and posted from 
Melford, the place where I inspected, a letter to the 
Pall MaU Gazette about Prussian tenant-right, based 
on what I got out of George Bunsen last Sunday in 
addition to what I had picked up at Berlin. I see 
the Morning Star has reprinted the letter, and you 
would be amused to see Mr. Matthew Arnold on 
the Times placarded on the Morning Star placards 
about London, The letter has been successful, and 
Browning and John Duke Coleridge have both been 
telling me that it is impossible to over-rate the effect 
these letters produce and the change they promise 
to work. The fact is, it is the one way in which in 
this country many things that have to be said can be 
said so as to reach those who read them. I like to 
think that the Star, in order to get the benefit of 
the irony on landlordism, has to digest the irony on 
dissentism.” I daresay some of the papers to- 
morrow will have something about it; at any rate 
I think I have made the knowledge of Stein’s land 
reforms popidar^ which was no easy feat, any one 
would have said before yesterday. 

Italy is done at last, and now for Germany and 
Switzerland, I shall have a pretty clear month to 
work at them in. - — Your ever affectionate M. A. 
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ATHBKiBnM, December 27, lS66, • 

My dbakest Mother — Many thanks for your 
present; I shall buy with it a letter-weigher, which 
we have long wanted. Many thanks, too, to all at 
Fox How for their letters and good wishes. 

Forty-four is indeed an age at which one may say 
“The time past of our life may suf&ce to have 
trifled and idled, or worse, in. I more and more 
become conscious of having something to do, and of 
a resolution to do it ; and if, as John Duke Coleridge 
wished for me the day before yesterday, I double my 
present age, I shall, I hope, do something of it, but 
whether one lives long or not, to be less and less 
pereonal in one’s desire and workings is the great 
mal^fcer, and this too I feel, I am glad to say, more 
deeply than I did, but for progress in the direction of 
the “seeketh not hor own” there is always room, 
up to the very end, or, at least, near it. 

Incy had the mc^ delightful birthday yesterday. 
Ohristni^s Day is a birthday which is easy to re- 
member, and she gets more presents therefore than 
any of the others* Sir Francis Sandf ord arrived yes- 
terday afternoon with a doll’s dressing-case for her, 
which put the crown to her pleasures. Lady de 
Rothschild sent her a bird-cage and a hod, such as 
Swiss porters carry, — both the cage and the hod 
fresh from Paris,— with bonbons. Flu and I and 
the three boys dined at Lady Wightman’s, and Lucy 
and Holly came to dessert and ihen stayed till ten 
o’clock, when they conduded with punch I lihave a 
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hoUfid n^algio toothaclie wMch comes on between 
niae %nd ten of an evening, so I abstained from 
pnncb, but I must say none of those who took it 
are any the worse for it to-day. The card for Mrs. 
Baldock^s party has come — ^ “Messrs, and the Miss 
Arnolds. Miss Baldock at p^ome. Bal cosSumSJ^ 
You may imagine the excitement into which this 
throws the family. The ball is on the 14th of Jan- 
uary, so there is plenty of time to decide between 
this and then what the costumes shall be. Little 
Tom is going as Blondel, but further than that noth- 
ing is settled. Nelly is not going because she can- 
not yet dance, but happily she does not the least 
wish to go, and is delighted at the thought of stay- 
ing at home with me and making tea for me out of 
her little tearset. Tell Florence and Francie we had 
dessert out of their little dessert-set on my birthday, 
and thank dear little Francie for her letter to me, 
and tell her if she has a photograph book I will 
give her one of the vignettes of me to put into it. — 
Your ever most affectionate M. A. 

To the Same. 

January 11, 1867. 

Mt dearest Mother — A happy new year to 
you and all at Fox How, though I am late in writing 
it. Your note this morning gives me a pang, when 
it congratulates me on having done my Report, for 
I have not yet done the.general summing up, which 
is a very troublesome business, and then I have to 
correct the press of Germany and Switzerland, and 
to p^^^&L a number of things I have left out, 2 md then 

YOU I. — 2 n 
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to draw up the tables and statistics for the whole, so 
I am not out of the wood yet However, on Tues- 
day, or at latest on Wednesday, I hope the drawing 
up will be finished, and the rest, the cadre or frame- 
work being complete, will be merely child^s play. 
It is odd how much easier I find it to write ar thing 
fox insertion in a particular place when what is be- 
fore and behind it stands finished, than to write it 
when I come to it in its regular course. The after- 
noons and evenings I have to give to looking over 
examination papers, so I have fully employed days. 
My examination papers end on this day week, and 
at the beginning of the week following I begin 
inspecting again. At present I write a letter or 
two before breakfast, breakfast soon after nine, get 
here about half-past ten, write till half-past one, 
home for lunch, and go to skate for an hour 5 back 
here between three and fcnxr, work till seven, home 
to dinner, get to work again about half-past nine, 
and so on till twelve. Into this I manage to 
squeeze a little reading every day, but only a very 
littde. I have a horrid neuralgic toothache which 
afflicts me of an evening, and to-day the cold wind 
upon the ice has brought it on earlier 5 it is a great 
nuisance and I really have not time to go to the 
dentistabout it. It departs generally after an hour 
or two, batsometimes not tiH I go to bed. However 
it always goes off with the warmth and rest of bed. 

"What weather I I wish. Edward had gone over 
to Ceniston, for diooting those woods would have 
been gloricms in iihis whither* I have beep on the 
Serpentine to-day, whem ioe is exee]li|||^ and 
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Dick aaid Budge have botk had skates on, and got 
on very well. The state of London and its help- 
lessness this last day or two have been extraordi- 
nary. On Wednesday evening, the first day of it, 

I was engaged to dine without Blu at the Prices^, 
to play whist. When my cab came to the door at 
seven to take me the man said his fare would be 
6s., the right fare being Is. Upon this I said 
I would walk, and walk I did, the frost being so 
hard that the snow was frozen and I got neither 
wet nor dirty, only was a little late for dinner. I 
won two guineas, tell Edward, and walked home 
again between one and two in the morning. The 
night after we dined with Lady Slade, close by in 
Belgrave Square, and the boys went to the theatre, 
so we know what the streets were like on these 
evenings. Yesterday evening my thermometer 
was seventeen, and this morning twenty, not so 
low as you have had it, but wonderfully low for 
London, and my jug in my dressing-room, which is 
exposed and the coldest room of the house, was 
fuU of ice, and the sponge frozen to the marble of 
the ;washhandstand. Nelly looks and is very well 
and jolly in this weather; you should have heard 
her repeat ^^Tom the Monkey " and “A Wasp met 
a Bee’^ for Budge’s benefit Ibis morning, and seen 
the admiration of her brothers and sister. Elu and 
Luey are most pinched by the cold. I have had a 
kind note from Temple asking Elu and me to bring 
Budge, and we shall go to the School House from 
the 24^ to the 26th to see his start.^ He will be 
1 AtBogby. 
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very liappy I feed sure. He does lessons for two 
hours every day, and has a good notion of working, 
though a very small one of Latin verses. There 
have been several mentions of me lately which I 
would tell you of if I had time, but I have not. 
S ha.1 1 we see Tom in London? We can give him 
anything but a bed. Love to all your survivors. 
— Tour ever most affectionate M. A. 

My love and a happy new year to Rowland. 


To the Same. 

January 12, 1867. 

Mv DBAEEST MoTHBR — This must be a very 
hasty letter indeed, for I write it between two 
batches of papers. It was a dear kind letter you 
wrote me, and you know how I enjoy Fox How, and 
your company, and Tom’s; but my coming is out 
of the (question. I take two days for Rugby, but 
then I begin inspecting again. Writing to K. yes- 
terday I told her I had hopes of being quit of my 
neurklgia; however, the beast returned last night. 
I had a bad evening ; it is when I am looking over 
papers by candlelight that it specially comes on; 
but when I went to bed I took some quinine, which 
I had often been told to take, but I hate taking any- 
thing which may affect the digestion; however, I 
took it, and it stopped the pain in a few minutes 
and I had a good.ni^t. The day before yesterday 
I finished my Report, to my great satiafacticHi. I 
have many tilings to do, to it stiU, but the frame- 
work of the whole now stands finished. 1 and 
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think it -will be useful ; it has cost me much time 
and trouble, and even money, — all these are well 
spent if the good cause is any gainer by them. I 
do not consider that my last report on foreign 
schools effected anything ; the time, however, was 
not cqpae for it; there are signs that this new report 
will be bom at a better moment. The baby ^ is 
better, and Tom all right again, but he will not go 
with Budge and Dick to some charades and dancing 
at Lady Collier’s to-night, because he reserves him- 
self for the bol C08tum6 on Monday. The dresses of 
Dick and Lucy are being made at home — Lucy’s 
a Watteau style, and Dick’s after the model of Van- 
dyke’s young Charles II. The duck he will look 
in his blue satin and point lace you may imagine. 
Budge will be in powder as a fashionable highway- 
man of the last century, and his mamma, who has 
seen him in his dress, says he looks admirable in it. 
Dear little Tom will be a Matador, and he looks 
well in the dress, but one cannot help smiling at the 
idea of his fighting a bull or even a frog. NeUy 
contemplates with deep satisfaction her prospect of 
remaining at home and dining with me. The boys 
have been delightful all the holidays, and I think 
these parties axe good for them, giving the relief to 
their spirits and limbs which country occupations 
give to those of country boys. My papers will be 
finished to-morrow, and then I shall hope to, get 
quit of my neuralgia. My love to Tom. — Your 
ever most affectionate M. A. 

^ His youngest child^ Basil Francis, bom August 10, 18S6. 
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Athenjsum Club, Pall Mall, S.W,, 
February 10, 1807. 

My PRABEST Mother — I hare just beea look- 
ing through a reyise of the second and last part of 
my Eeport, and in the course of next week I hope 
to get the appendix and tables done, and then I 
shall be a free man. My last lecture for Oxford 
is forming itself in my mind, but I shall not write 
a word of it till my Report is fairly done with. I 
have also in my head a letter to the Pall Mall on 
Compulsory Education, in which through the mouth 
of Arminixes^^^ I shall manage to say a number of 
things I want to say 5 but this also must wait till 
the Report is done, I am capitally forward with my 
school work, and though it comes daily at this time 
of year, yet it is in itself a healthy change, and my 
assistant lightens it to me very much. I am very 
much struck with the alarmed Conservative feeling 
I see growing up among the middle class tradesmen 
and employers of labour, of whom among my school 
managers there are so many. Their disgust at 
Bright and the working class is as deep as that of 
the aristocratic world, and I cannot help thinking 
this disgust will tell on the next borough elections. 
However, I do not think there will be a general 
election just yet I neither think that the Grovem- 
ment will be certainly turned out, nor that, if it be 
turned out, it will dissolve Parliament. 

We had a pleasant dinner at Lord Robert Mon- 
tagu’s the other night, a&d I found myselft^next 
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Kinglake, whose Crimean book I had criticised,^ as 
you know. However, we shook hands, and got 
very amiably along together. Fanny Lucy was 
by young George Trevelyan,^ who told her, what 
he also told me, that he was reading my French 
Report of seven years ago with the greatest atten- 
tion, and could repeat passages of it by heart. So 
perhaps that Report will not in the end be so use- 
less as at one time it seemed likely to be. My 
Celtic lectures are all in type, and only waiting for 
some etymological criticisms Lord Strangfoxd has 
promised to send me, and for a page or two of pref- 
ace I want to write ; they will make a very hand- 
some book indeed. Smith and Elder are bringing 
it out themselves, so I have no risk; unhappily, 
there cannot well be much gain, since, as George 
Smith* well said to me, it is hardly the sort of book 
a British parent buys at a railway bookstall for his 
Jemima. But I daresay it will pay its expenses. 

You will have been interested by the project of 
putting Browning up for the Chaic of Poetry ; but 
I think Convocation will object to granting the 
degree just before the election, for the express 
purpose of eluding the statute. If Browning is 
enabled to stand, I shall certainly vote for him; 
but I think Doyle will get in. My love to Row- 
land, and a heap to Tom. If you have had such 
a day as we have, how beautiful must it have been. 
— Your ever most affectionate M. A. 

1 In ** The literary Influence of Academies/’ 

^ Afterwards the Right Hon. Sir (George Trevelyan, MJP. 
puhUsher. 
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To the Same, 

Thb Athbn/kum (February 1867). 
You will have been interested in the notice of old 
Mr. Crabb Robinson.^ Not a fortnight ago I found 
him in this very room where I am now writing, and 
spoke to him. He asked me which of all my books 
I should myself name as the one that had got me 
my great reputation,” as he wanted to buy it. I 
said I had not a great i-eputation,” upon which he 
answered : Then it is some other Matthew Arnold 
who writes the books.” But the odd thing is this — 
I told him I would send him my Essays, upon which 
he replied: ^'No, no, 1^11 buy them 5 don^t throw 
them away upon an old fellow like me ; / shall be 
dead in a fortnight,^^ And so he was. He talked 
for about a quarter of an hour that evening, and 
very well ; repeating several of Goethe's epigrams, 
and saying some interesting things about them. 
He was one of those who most called up the^ 
thought of old days, and passed away people, even 
to me ; and how much more must he have done this 
to others, who knew him thirty years before I did* 

I have received a printed notice of Sir John 
Richardson,* which I imagine is by Dr. Davy. 
Will you remember to thank him for it from me, 
if it is so. I shall take it vrith me in my hansom 
as I go to my school at Netting Hill to-morrow, 
that I may be sure of reading 

1 Henry Cratb Rot^nson, F.SA. (ITTtHW). The last entry 
in ids dW, January St, t86f, rdbefe to Matthew Arnold's 
** The Puhofion ©f . 

* Arctic Toyager, and BeSgfebont »t Fox Bow. 
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It is Nelly's birtliday to-morrow, and you may 
imagine bow full the darling child is of it. The 
baby is getting on nicely, and has a tooth through. 
Little Tom has not been quite the thing this last 
week. — Your ever most affectionate M. A. 


To the Same. 

ATHBNiBiDM Club, Pall Mall, S.W., 
March 2, 1867. 

Mt dearest Mother — The east wind blows, 
and the fires and arm-chairs of the Athenaeum are 
very comfortable. I have had no cold as yet since 
October, and the one I had then was not a bad one, 
and as long as I am in active work and my spirits 
are good, I do not much expect to catch one. It is 
when one is depressed that all these things lay hold 
of one easiest. But I have been rather idle this 
last week, and so I ought not to be in good spirits ; 
^or rather, I have done a good many things, but not 
what was immediately necessary to be done — the 
appendix to my Report. This I must get through 
in the week now beginning, but it is difficult now 
that I have a school every day. The appendix is 
work I must do at home, because it has to be compiled 
out of a number of documents that I cannot bring 
here, and to come in at three in the afternoon at home 
and work for three or four hours I find the hardest 
thing in the world, though I can do it here. But 
work at home I can only manage properly eitlber 
before breakfast or between breakfast and lunchcpn^ 
However, manage this appendix I must. 
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We Ixave a diimer-party to-night — the Forsters, 
the Mallets, the Lingens, Sandars, and Charles 
Alderson. It ought to be pleasant, but the parties 
that ought to be pleasant are not always what they 
ought to be. I was in the House of Commons on 
Thursday to hear the new Education Minute moved. 
Mr, Corry is a bad speaker, and the Minute, though 
it is meant to give relief to sufferers under the 
Eevised Code, is a stupendous specimen of the in- 
tricate, overlaboured, and puzzling regulations of 
our office. Bruce did not make so good a speech 
as I expected, from what he had said to me, he 
would make ; and a few sentences from Lowe were 
the best part of the performance, though with what 
he said I, of course, entirely disagreed. 

■ I am in hopes that Lord Derby and Disraeli will 
take heart of grace, bring in a good measure oi 
Reform, and let Oranborne^ and others leave them 
if they like. They will be supported by more 
than half their own side, and the whole of the 
other, except perhaps Bright and some twenty 
bigots, and they may thus settle the question as 
Peel and the Duke of Wellington settled the Eman- 
cipation question. Probably they would be turned 
out afterwards, as Peel and the Duke were, but 
Lord Derby would not care for that, and I should 
think Disraeli had heard enough to see that the 
atoifice would, in his case, be well worth making* 
Quite a passionate desire to get the question done 
with is springing up, and is gaiiung ail the better 
Conservatives themselves. 

1 Secretary of State aftearWards LoWl SaUslmry. 
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Last niglit I was at an evening party at Lady 
Belpei^’s. The night before we dLaed with the 
Bagehots, and went afterwards to the Ladies 
in Grosvenor Crescent, as Miss Stanley and her 
friend^ call themselves. It is always pleasant 
therg. At the Bagehots I sat by Lady Lubbock, 
the wife of Sir John Lubbock, the banker and 
savant. She is very pleasant, a great friend of 
Huxley and Tyndall, and a great re^er of my 
poems. On W ednesday we dined with Lady Wight- 
man, and went afterwards to Mrs. Procter's, where 
I was introduced to some American and German 
admirers. But I do not think any admirer will 
hurt me. Love to Pan. — Your ever most affec- 
tionate M. A. 

To the Same. 

AiHBNiETjM Club, 

PA.LL Mall, S.W., April 8, 1867. 

My dearest Mother — First I will teU you 
the news, in the hope that I shall reach you before 
the newspaper. Gladstone has withdrawn the im- 
portant and hostile part of his Instruction,^ and 
leaves only the part empowering the Committee 
to amend the law of rating, which the Government 
have all along declared themselves willing to accept. 
So all looks favourable for the Bill once more. I 
was from the first disgusted with the Instruction, 
as having the appearance, at least, of a regular 

1 Miss Mary Stanley, sister of the Bean of Westminster, and 
Miss Margaret Elliot, daughter of the Bean of Bristol. 

2 On going into Committee on the Reform Bill of IfOrd Beifcy 
and Mr. Bisraeli, 
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party move, and tending to throw the whole ques- 
tion into chaos again. The malcontents among the 
Liberal party had grown so nnmerons by yesterday 
that Brand ^ was alarmed, and this afternoon they 
held, a meeting attended by forty-five, one of whom 
told me this, at* which it was agreed to move an 
amendment to Coleridge^s Instruction,® and to in- 
form Gladstone of this intention, and the relin- 
quishment of the poisoned part of his Instruction is 
the consequence. I told William yesterday what 
I thought of the Instruction, and found him, too, 
uneasy about it, and his uneasiness kept increasing 
tiU, finally, in the evening he departed to see Brand, 
and confide his doubts to him. The truth is the 
£5 rating has the look of a regular old Liberal 
stage hack, and is as hopelessly uninteresting as 
their other stage hacks ; while from the democratic 
cast of Dizzy’s mind his Bill has an aspect which 
is new and interesting, and such as to give some 
promise. This, at least, is my opinion. I can 
understand the mortification of the Liberals at 
seeing Reform taken out of their hands, but I do 
not pity them, as not twenty on their side were 
sincere about it. William was certainly one of 

these twenty. About 1 do not sympathise 

with you in the least. Respect is the very last 
feeling he excites in me; he has too little solidity 
and composnre of character or mind for that He 

1 The libetjU Whip, afterwards Mr. Speaker Brand, and 
eyentnallv Lord Hampdan. 

^ The Bxstmction was to hare been moved, at Mt. Gladstone’s 
instance, by Mr. J. D. (afterwards Ixnrd) Coleridge. 
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is brilliantly clever, of course, and he is honest 
enough, but he is passionate and in no way great, 
as I think. Tell dear old Edward I went under 
the gallery to hear the new Minute debated. Lowe’s 
speech fell perfectly flat. Corry’s was much better. 
What pleased me most was to see the House assert- 
ing the misdeeds of the Revised Code, and trying 
to make some amends, in spite of the efforts of the 
author of the Revised Code to prevent their touching 
his piece of perfection. Lord Granville was just in 
front of me, but did not stay long. I saw and talked 
to a great many Members, among others our new 
Vice-President, Lord Robert Montagu, and I ex- 
horted him to turn over the same new leaf in educa- 
tion that his colleagues have turned over in other 
departments of administration. My appendix has 
gone in, and now I have only to correct the proofs of 
it I feel rather stupid after my long labours on this 
Report, but I daresay I shall gradually get clear and 
fresh again. We go to Brighton for three weeks, 
from the 1st of May, and then for eight weeks from 
the 22nd we go to West Humble. I shall be wan- 
dering about the Eastern Counties most of the time 
Elu is at Brighton. — Your ever most affectionate 

M. A. 

I am afraid war between France and Germany 
looks almost certain. 

To the /Scjme. 

CoLOBDBiBTBR, April 16, 1867. , 
Mx DBIABBST MoTHKB — It scldom happens to me 
now to be in an English inn at anne or ten in the 
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evening, but such is my fate to-night. They are 
turning the house upside down at Copford for a 
grand cleaning operation, so instead of going -there 
for the night, eirS I generally do when I inspect in 
North Essex, t have come here, to the Cups, one of 
the best iims m England, made good by the officers 
of the camp, as the Bell at Leicester is made good 
by the hunting men. I left London by the ten 
o’clock train from Shoreditch this morning, got to 
Wickham Market, about 16 miles north of Ipswich, 
a little before one; could get no conveyance, so 
made a farming man take me in his tax cart to 
Orford, where he“and I were both going. Orford is 
one of the oldest boroughs in England, and has a 
fine castle. The road to it from Wickham Market 
lies over some of the walks that make much of 
Suffolk so primitive — great stretches of light, open 
land, covered with furze and swarming with game. 
Eor four miles that we drove over a great stretch of 
this kind, called Tunstall Walks, with the furze com- 
ing into flower all over it, the pairing partridges, and 
the hares, and the peewits, were interminable. Then 
we came to the Sudbourn Hall estate, a property 
of Lord Hertford’s, who lives in Paris, and never 
comes near it; then we had pheasants out feeding 
wherever we looked. In every bit of plantation the 
ground was covered with primroses, but the year is 
eme of i^te moat backward I can remember. I got 
baok'to Wickham Market soon after five, and here 
about seven. I have dined in a coffee-room too 
small fOT its frequenters, and filled with a bevy of 
attcumeys, who are here for some pedigree 
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case ; then I took a short stroll, and after I have 
written this I shall go to bed. To-morrow I go to 
Haverhill, a place on the borders of Suffolk, Essex, 
and Cambridgeshire, returning here to sleep. On 
Wednesday I inspect at Maldon, and get to London 
in tinie to dine out. Next week I am out also for 
two nights, but then I shall be staying at a charm- 
ing place near Ipswich, with Mr. Cobbold, the 
Member. You will have heard that Elu was in the 
House on Friday night, and after returning at three 
on Saturday morning, got up soon after six to go 
and see the boat race in pouring rain. However, 
neither she nor Tom nor Dick were the worse. Elu 
and I dined at the Eothschilds, and met Bernal 
Osborne, who was as savage as a bear, being in a 
great scrape about his proceedings the other night.^ 
I need not tell you I am delighted Gladstone was 
beat, and hope his party is deprived of the power 
to do mischief for some time to come. Yesterday 
Dick, Lucy, and Nelly went alone to dine with Lady 
de Bothschild at her luncheon. I dined with Tom 
and Walter at the Eeform Club ; a very good dinner 
Walter gave us, and the meeting was very pleasant. 
I have a heap of things to do, of one kind or another, 
but I manage to do them pretty well, for I now get 
up soon after six every morning. My last lecture 
wJB be next Saturday fortnight. Not a word pf it 
isyetwrittsem My love to Ean and Edwa^rd. ifedic 
not coming up about Whitsun time ? — my 
dearest mother, your most affectionate M. A. 

1 ^ Mr. Coleridge’s Instruction, 
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7!q ifie Smie. 

^ ^ STOWMi^BKET BKITISH SCHOOL, 

26 , 1867 , 

Mt beae^t Mother — I am xuniimg about so 
much, th^ wwk that I must write when I have a 
chance, and' a chance is given me by half an,hour 
intervening between the end of my inspection and 
the departure of my train. This is a small East 
Anglian town of 3000 or 4000 inhabitants, so unlike 
the places of 3000 or 4000 inhabitants in the north 
of England, which are raw, overgrown villages. 
This is a very ancient place, every inch a tovm, 
beautifully clean, with a large market-place, good 
shops, and a fine church, and the houses and gardens 
of several well-to-do people half coming into town. 
Ipswich itself is a true city, fuU of curious old 
houses, full of gardens and churches, and covering 
an ipimense extent of ground. I am staying at 
Holy Wells, about a mile out of it, with the family 
of Mr. Cobbold, the Member. His place stands in 
a great amphitheatre, the edges of which are covered 
with Scotch firs, while its interior is full of ups and 
downs, plantations and green turf, apple-trees all in 
flower, and ornamental ponds with water birds on 
them. It is a beautiful place. I am sent there hj 
a married daughter of Mr. Cobbold^s, who is married 
to Major Jervis, the Member for Ipswich. Her 
fatiber and mottier are away at a wedding in Der^ 
by^Hte, but I ant received by an unmarried sister 
and two or thx^ brothers and sisters-in-law, who 
welcome me friendlily. To come home to a 
beautiful place, «)ciety, and a decent dinne r 



mis JViUTJiJjJK. 


417 


tlTid bedroom is what I prefer now to taking ray 
chance of the inn, unless I know the inn to be 
something wonderful, and I have so many acquaint- 
ances that it is very seldom I have not the chance 
of staying at a private house if I wish it I began 
at the British School in Ipswich at ten this morn- 
ing; at twelve took the train, and came fourteen 
miles to this place, leaving my assistant going on at 
Ipswich. Here I have done the school by myself, 
and by the 6.5 train shall return to Ipswich, in time 
for a walk round the grounds with Miss Cobbold 
before dressing for dinner. To-morrow I inspect 
again in Ipswich, but take the 1^.30 train to Lon- 
don. We have a dinner-party to-morrow — our last. 
Lord and Lady Strangford, Robert Lytton (Owen 
Meredith) and his wife, Evelyn, Sir Alexander 
Grordon, Miss Richardson, and Georgina. How I ^ 
wish you and Pan were going to be there, but I 
have renounced the hope of understanding your , 
movements this year. Fan, at any rate, must come 
to us at Brighton, which I think she has never seen. 
You know I have applied for the Librarianship 
of the House of Commons. People are very kind 
about it, and you shall see some of the letters I 
have received. I do not myself think the Speaker 
will give it me, and I do not much care whetiier he 
does or not, for I do not thoroughly fancy ^e 
place j however, Flu would like it, and that is a 
gre^ Jhing. Budge looks well, and seemiifery 
he brings a terrible character ^r jSe- 
ness, X shall take him away if he brin^^ another 
such at the end of next half. - This part of England 

VOIi. I.— 2B 
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is a paradise for cowslips, even the railway em- 
bankments are cote&ii.with them, and next week 
I shall be where oxlips grow in every wood. A kiss 
to the two girls, — Ever, my dearest mother, your 
most 

^ To Lady de BotJiscMd. 

^ Jj. . ArnuNJEtTK, April 29, 1867. 

Dear Laot de KoTHscHinn — Mr. Disraeli^s 
note and promise are most kind, and I am ex- 
tremely obliged to you for obtaining them. There 
is, on the whole, no member of the House by 
whom I would so soon be recommended as by Mr. 
Disraeli, for there is no member who interests me 
so much, in spite of all drawbacks, and there is no 
one to whom I should with so much pleasure owe ^- 
^ his intercession as to you. I had quite resolved 
on a visit to you yesterday, when your note came 
and put the project to jELight, To-day I have been 
near you at Hemel Hempstead, only to be obliged 
to hurry back to prepare for my grand leaving to- 
morrow. But how exquisitely beautiful the country 
is lookingl 

It almost reconciles one to the disagreeableness 
of ask&g for a post to have such kindness shown 
one in the oourse of one’s application as I have 
met ^itl£ .Besides, Mr. Disraeli, Mir. Gladstone, 
Lord Stanie^, Mr. Bruce, Chichester Fortescue, 
Wald Hastings Bussell, and a number of 

others have either written or spoken t6 the Speaker 
on my behalf, se^^iohester Fortesoue sent me a 
note from himv^§jj||^he spoke of me^^J'Sty com- 
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plimentarily. But he said a^t the same time that 
he should not make the appointment till he returned 
to London, and I hear there is a horrid domestic 
intrigue going on among the House of Commons 
officials to get the Librarian’s hox^e for Sir T. 
Erskine May, and to let the Sub-Librarian have the 
Librarian’s post with the house of t^ie Sub-Libra- 
rian only. So I don’t expect to,,l^ceed^ but you 
shall hear as soon as anything is settled. Kindest 
regards at Aston Clinton. — Most sincerely yours, 

Magpthrw ArNOIiD. 

To his Mother. 

Thb ATHBN.ajTrM, Mau 17, 1867. 

My dearest Mother — I have fallen behind 
in my letter-writing, but I have been travelling 
much, and have besides been very busy. This last 
week, besides travelling, daily inspecting, and'keep- 
ing up my official correspondence, I have written 
the preface for my Celtic papers, and arranged as 
notes a quantity of remarks on etymological and 
ethnological points with which Lord Strangford 
furnished m© for these Celtic papers. I have also 
corr^ted the proofe of my appendix, and put what 
notes were wanted; and I have written to Elu 
every day. The preface to the Celtic papers I am 
plea^ with. It contains what is needed as an 
smsEffiT to the Tinfies article on the Eisteddfod 
aoed to my letter to Mr. Hugh Owen last summer. 
ISteiW I ten ptdting togetiier my poems for the new 
volume^ J^nmillan is going publish, but this 
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will be a labour of lo'^t And I liava got to write 
my last lecture for Oxford. This too, as I know 
pretty well wbat I have to say, will not be disagree- 
able. I^pore and more have the satisfaction of 
seeing 19^hat I do produces its effect, and this 
inspirits me to try and keep myself at my best, in 
good temper and clear spirits, and in that variety 
of activi^ whach is, in my opinion, necessary for 
producing a froii^Eial effect in a country like this. 

Last week I was at Yarmouth, Bungay, and 
Beccles, a very old English country. On the 
mounds of the ruined castle of Bungay I gathered 
the saxifrage which used to grow in the field on 
the way to papa’s bathing-place at Rugby. I went 
down to Brighton on Friday night, and found dear 
Flu and the children flourishing* Brighton makes 
me bilious, and it is dusty and glaring, but it suits 
the children wonderfully, and there are moments 
in the day when the sea has a divine look. I make 
all my absences Lrom there, and not from West 
Humble. To West Humble I look forward as 
something delicious, and only hope you and Fan 
will stay long enough in town to come and see us 
there. I came up yesterday morning, inspected a 
London aohool, went to the House of Commons, 
which <€»^iWethave been interesting, and was very 
dull, had a very pleasant dmlsser at the 

Forsters^ j to the House for an hour, found it 

dull, and came to a ballot here, where I met, as 
one always does meet, a number of very pleasant 
people. To-day 1 ^going down to and 

shall be inspectihg ^ | ^ ^ there and SaffrouWhlden 
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for the rest of this -week, going down to Brighton 
with Walter on Saturday. I have not got the 
Librarianship, and am now reliered I did not. 
The house does not any longer go with it, and one 
man after another tells me it would not have suited 
me. - The freedom of my present life is consider- 
able, and that is a great thing. Tell Edward I 
would give something to be with him by some of 
his Devonshire waters now. And tell dear Mary 
that really and truly I will come to her this year. 
If I came to her in the autumn could she give me 
a day’s shooting? Kiss her boys for me, and kiss 
Ean. — Your ever most affectionate M. A. 


To tJie Same. 

WssT HuHBtE, June 4, 1867. 

My dearest Mother— Last week I really did 
not know which way to turn, but I was very glad 
to have your letter though I could not answer it. 
I like to think of you at Eox How, and how deli- 
cious this perfect summer weather must be there, 
if you have got it. The change came on Sunday, 
and yesterday and to-day are absolutely perfect. 
Flu and 1 and dear litUe Lui^had a walk on 
Sunday evening through Horbury, and another 
yester^y evening through Denbies, which, both 
of therb, made me wish for dear Fan. Hot lhat 
we have anything to compensate for the absence 
of your divine streams and waters, but the beauty 
of thia^qjitmbcy is. exquisite, if one can but keep 
the tboiog^t of water out o£g|i^’8 h«kd^ I send 
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Pan the first bee orchis I haye found in bloom, 
and another larity which is abundant here, an or- 
chid called Epipactis grandiflora, I send also the 
real belladonna or deadly nightshade* This kind 
flowers with the large leaf. In parts of Norbuiy* it 
is abundant. When the Primula farinom and the 
butterwort are out I shall expect specimens in 
return. Only let Fan put them quite loosely into 
her letter, and not press them at all; the post will 
press them quite enough. 

Dick and I had a pleasant day at Wotton on 
Saturday, but it was still rather cold. However, 
the fish are in splendid condition, and not only did 
I catch three or four fish of nearly a lb. weight, 
but Dicky caught one of that size too, to his great 
delight. This week is the hay-making, and the 
children are all in bliss. The boys have also 
archery at the next place to ours, which belongs 
to some rich people with whom we dine to-day, and 
who are very khid to tim children. In fact, the 
children have altogether a happy time of it here. 
The boys^ tutor, an Oxford man called Boss, comes 
to them for two hours every morning, an^ leaves 
them work for about an hour more, so their day is 
tolerably balanced. They axe going to Oxford with 
us on Safegtrday, Tom and Julia having very kindly 
pressed us to bring them and put them up with 
them. I shall enjoy a Sunday at Oxford greatly. 
Flu will have told you how well I was received, 
and that the lecture went off satisfaetoirily. tried 
to make this l^t lecture ote in which 1 0 |ii^>keep 
to ground where I ^ in sympathy wHl^Ward, 
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having often enough startled them with heresies 
and novelties; and I succeeded. The boys will 
have a pleasant remembrance of the one lecture of 
mine at which they were present. I now nearly 
speak my lecture, though it is all written, but the 
attention of my audience animates me to speak 
rather than read what I have written. I have sent 
you through the office my Celtic book,^ which 
Smith and Elder have got up very handsomely. 
I have been working very hard to bring up all my 
office arrears, and have succeeded, so now I have a 
pleasant feeling of freedom, but I daresay it will 
not last long. My love to Fan and Eowland. — 
Your ever most affectionate M. A. 

To the Same. 

Thb AiKEsaiUM, June 17, 1867. 

My deabkst Mother — This week, at any rate, 
I am early in writing to you. I have both you and 
Fan to thank for letters. Tell Fan I will send her 
some of the belladonna flowers in a day or two, and 
three or four bee orchises along with them, that of 
these Itttter she may have a good glassful. I am 
sorry the Spipactie got knocked about. I will send 
some more of it. The flowers are a great pleasure 
to me, and, of course, the more one knows, the more 
interest one gets in thp subject. It is tirespme 
that the only time I can get to Fox How is a time 
vrhei^Jiie flowers are least interesting/ Jt 
have something to have been with FW 

(A« StuOu or CeltSc 
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Loughrigg the morning she mentions. I do n6t 
think the Primvla can possibly have been over last 
■vreek. 

I have jnst retomed from Oxford, havyxg'tio 
inspect a school in London to-day. am going to 
&e and sleep at the Forsters', and Flu and her 
i^.^4ioys will not return to West Humble from 
■Oi^o:|^ till quite late this evening. I shall join 
them to-morrow. We had a very successful visit 
to Oxford, though I sigh for the days when I had 
a little more liberty, and had not so many engage- 
ments made for me there. We arrived on Saturday 
about two, and after luncheon Tom and I took the 
boys to Port Meadow, and Dick had a canoe, which 
hsistoanages very well, and had long wanted to try 
on the river at Oxford. Tom Ac4 ^ pulled litfie 
Tom in^;boat for some time, feafyin was threat- 
ening, so deposited Tommy 'at Medley Lock, 
where he amused himself with.-jttxamining the 
barges and boat^ and strolled alone the river while 
Diciy paddled himself. Then we came back, and 
Flu ^d I dressed for Balliol. It was an immense 
party, and we dined at the high table in The 
Lingens were &ere, and the Farrerg, ffid Lady 
Airiie and her daughter, and Arthur Feel,^ the 
Meniber for Warwick (the late Sir Robert's young- 
est son), and his wife (a Dugdale), and Browning, 
and bthers from London, besides Mrs. Liddell and 
a great number of Oxford people. I was s^t in 
first “with Lady Airiie, and was altogether i|i^e a 
great deal of, which I always am in OxfonA* lAdy 
1 Atterwards Mr. Speaker, and eventnaHy Lor^F^. 
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Airlie is very clever and very liandsome. She is 
Lady Stanley of Alderley’s eldest daughter. There 
was a great evening party afterwards, and Tom and 
his wife came. They put up the boys beautifully, 
and the pupils taking to them immediately, as 
yousg men generally do to boys, Tom and Dick 
were in great bliss. Oh Sunday morning I went 
to see the Toms, as he was going off to Burton- 
ott-Trent. Then I corrected the proofs of my 
lecture, which will appear unchanged, — afi a lect- 
ure and not as an essay — in the next CkmJiiU.'- 
After luncheon to the Taylor Buildings, to see the 
pictures there which Dr. Acland and the Dean of 
Christchurch have been rearranging, and wanted 
me to see their rearrangement of; then to another 
lireat dinner at. .Merton — the same party as the 
night before, 'holy Eoundell the hoat- and not 
Jowett. This time, to vary the assorting. Brown- 
ing was sent in with Lady Airlie, and I with Mrs. 
Arthur Peel. After dinner an immense party in 
Merton Hall. *1 think Mu has liked it very much. 
X was pleased to hear from Lady Brodie what great 
sstiedbi|^a my l^t lecture had given; she said 
she oonld hardly express her pleasure at the turn I 
had given to this foal lecture, after all my liber- 
ties with Oxford and old Oxford notions in former 
lectures. XMok excited immense admiration, H» 
is going in a four-oar with the pupils to-day. ' How 
I must go to my sohooL — Your ever most af^- 
jamUse " M.' a1 

Ik y* j r 

^ ** OoifsiXB woid iti ComhiU July 1867. 
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To M. K Grant Duff^ M.P^ 

Thb Athkn-sum, Jum 26, 1867. 

My dbar Grant Duff — Why should it not be 
this next Sunday? Abridge your devotions, and 
a one o’clock train from Victoria will brin^ you 
tci^West Humble Station, which is our back door, 
soon after two. The bee orchis is in full bloom, 
^md the deadly nightshade. A train back to 
London at a quarter to ten. 

I need not say what real pleasure it would give 
us to see Mrs, Grant Duff, if she is well enough to 
make expeditions, and the backwards and forwards 
by railway does not frighten her. — Tours ever 
sincerely, Matthbw Arnold. 

I say Sunday, because Miss Smith — Homy 
Smith’s^ sister, and delightful — will be with us 
then. 


To his Brother^ iJie Rev, E, R, Arnold, 

Oambridgb, Jtdy 28, 1867. 

My dbarbst Edward — I write in the early 
morning before people are up, and with the pinnacles 
of King’s College looking in at my window, I in- 
spected a school in Suffolk yesterday, and having 
one in Norfolk to-day, I came here to sleep. I was 
two or three times here on the summer circuit with 
the poor judge, in just such fine summer weather as 
it is at present, and the town having just its present 
vacation lookj so I am greatly reminded of him, 

* Professor of Oeomstry at Oxford. 
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I remember Erie, who was the other judge, mounted 
mo, and wo rode to Ely together along one of those 
Cambridgeshire roads with wide strips of grass, on 
each side. I get to Fakenham at two, leave it at 
5.30, reach Wymondham at seven, dine there, and 
pass iho time till 10.30 when the mail train passes ; 
got into that and reach London at four in the morn- 
ing, and my own house at five, go to bed, and get 
up at nine as if nothing had happened. When I 
was abroad I got the habit of travelling, as the 
foreigners do, at night at this season of the year to 
avoid bad inns and dust. I sleep very well, and find 
the plan saves mo much time, bore, and discomfort. 
My last school is on the 31st, hut I shall probably 
take six or seven days after that at the training 
schools in the Borough Koad and at Stockwell. 
Sir James Shuttleworth wants me to come to his 
moor by Pounygant, in Yorkshire, for the beginning 
of the grouse shooting; and as I am very fond of 
that country, and have a distinct understanding that 
I may shoot as badly as I like, I shall probably go. 
About the 20th our whole pai*ty moves to the Lakes ; 
I shall meet them at Benton or Lancaster. Some 
of us will go into lodgings; but where thou goest I 
will go. I shall perhaps be at liberty for a little run 
in Swjtland with you, but it depends on the children, 
money, and many things. I have refused to go 
to Grant DuflPs this year, though they asked Flu 
and Tom with me. Lady Airlie asked me tc Jirhe, 
but she asked me by myself. I shall amt, go there 
either. Your friend Mrs. Drummond came to my 
lecture at Oxford, and Edwin Palmer btroduoed her 
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to me. She then sent us a keg of whisky, and a 
day or two before wo left> having come down there 
from London with her daughters, she called and 
^tc^ us all over her place, which was delicious, 
fipweyer, the want of clear streams, the nearness to 
its agitations, and the abundance of 
jftSW^ jWould make me very restless in taking my 
Surrey; Devonshire, Wales, or tho North 
'^oSf&agland, is what I desire, 

St gives me great pleasure that you should like 
what I do, you dear old boy ; and particularly I am 
glad you liked this last lecture, the judgments on 
which have been very various. Perhaps none but 
Oxford men can know how much truth there really 
is in the praise I have given to Oxford for her 
sentiment I find I am generally thought to have 
^tered herup i:o excess for the sake of parting good 
friends; but this is not so, though I certainly kept 
her best side in sight not her worst The 
ScOiirdap has a friendly article on the lecture ; tho 
London Review, if you ever see that publication, 
had an outrageous one. I shall be interested in 
hearing what you think of the poems some of 
them, I feel sure, will interest you. There are 
Wo Or three had faults of punctostion which you 
will observe and correct **Emp^ooles^ takes up 
much room, but Browning's desire that I should 
reprint «Emp4dooies" was realty the cause of the 
volume appe^g at all. ' And' now I must diw 
and descend to breakfest and the train. Kiss 
"your dear boy for me. Dick came in my hansom 
* Rsvf Poitm. 
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to Shoroaitch with mo yostei-day, and went back 
on the top of a Chelsea omnibus.— Your ever affeo- 
tiouate ^ 

To his Mother. 

Wbst Humble, 

S^inday Morning {JvZy 1867), 

My dkabkst Moxhbr — I have been bothered 
and worried this week, and have let my letter to 
you slip. I have not had really much to do, either, 
but tho daily backwards and forwards from this 
place takes a great deal of time and tires me more 
than I expected. I should be very sorry indeed to 
have it all tho year round. Then my correspond- 
ence increases, and correspondence is of all ways 
of spending one’s energy the least satisfactory, 
in my opinion. But I send you a letter which 
gives mo great pleasure, and I wish you would send 
it to dear K. when you have read it. To have one’s 
attempt at fusion and conciliation felt all through 
Wales is just what I could have wished, and what 
is so far more desirable than being thought by s6me 
hundred or two literary and well-to-do people to 
iiavo written cleverly and interestingly. It was in 
my mind to go to Carmarthen and make on address 
on Prqgiess 'Biiough Puritanism and Progress 
through Culture, with reference to Welsh dissent, 
the Liberation Society’s workings there, etc., jn 
connexion with these Eisteddfods and their popu-^ 
hurity. I think I could have done it suocesshdly, 
bat my desire is always for keeping qnieV t^d I 
toedt advantage of the possibility that my appear 
apw at Oarmarthen might be ascribed to popol^l^- 
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hiinting, and the attacks upon me do a harm to the 
Eisteddfod, to refuse to go. But I am very fond 
of Wales, and it is years since I was in South 
Wales, I should have gone to see the Bensons at 
Fairy Hill, and should have gone over to Carmar- 
.■Aen from there. I have several invitations^ and 
but it is as to freedom of travelling and 
seeii^ the world that I am tempted to say to my 
youthful family, like the lady in the Scotch ballad — 

^‘0 gin my sons were seven rats 
Runnin* o’er the castle wa*, 

^ And I myself were a great gray cat, 

Fu’ soon wad I worry them a' I ” 

I have decided not to go to Scotland this year, 
though Tom and Flu aro asked. But I am rather 
tempted to go to Sir James Shuttleworth's shooting- 
place in Lunedale for the beginning of the grouse 
shooting. It is in a country which I have never 
seen, and want to see; and there is fishing as well 
as shooting. Also I have a real interest in talking 
to Shuttleworth about education matters, and learn 
much from him. If I went I should but go on the 
14th of August, and come on from there to Fox 
How. Flu is asked, but would not ga At all 
et^ntS t^ly on having, al:^t ^ SCafc or 21st^ what 
you can conveniently aooo3si£^odate of us. Susy 
has given a very kind invitation to the two little 
girls for a fortnight in September. I have Just had 
a delightful vision of Nefly stays and petti- 

coat. She and Lucy had a little squabble the othet 
day, a most rarsf\enrent, ^ after many tears were 
found ^ut in tc^ether meteg the Psalms. 
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cliose tho 28th day,” says Lucy, “because the 
Waters of Kahylou is so beautiful." I call that a 
promising poetictd taste. I was at Wottou yester- 
day and caught two trout of a quarter of a pound, 
three trout of three quarters of a pound, one of a 
pound, and a half, and ono of two pounds and a 
quarter. That is good fishing. Dick was with 
nic, and very pleaajint company. There are many 
attacks and answers about my lecture, but the great 
thing is ht drag the dissenting middle-class into the 
great public arena of life and discussion, and not 
let it remain in its isolation. All its faults come 
from that isolation. I am touched by MialTs article 
in the which is worth reading. 

However, to say what I said was right, and will be 
good for tho Nonconformists themselves in the 
end. liove to Fan and Rowland. — Your ever 
most atfectionato M:. A. 

To Lady de SotkschUd. 

Tub Athsksium, OeteberSO, 1867. 

Mr DSAK Lady db Rothsohiuo — It was only 
on Sunday that I went to Grosvenor Place to ask 
where you were, and when I heard you were at Aston 
Clinton I aakt to myeelf -that it was ages since I 
liad been there, and that I should vay much like to 
spend a day there again. But now judge whetto 
jJIjIb is possible at preoent Mra. Arnold caught a 
odd in Westmoriaad, made it worse in' returning 
to London, and has been at last very ill, with slight 
tofljunmaUOT, the doctor says, of one lung. She is 
« Offaly 10, 1867. 
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slowly getting round, and ispyr as “soon as she can 
bear, the journey she is to go^^wii to her mother 
af Bath, for change of kr a ^arm sun. We 
have no governess, and Ijwo boys and two girls at 
hdlme who must be’ left to servants unless either 
their mother or I are with them out of their school 

V r 

hours^ So I consider myself a prisoner in the even- 
ings iot the next month to come at any rate. Is 
hot this inevitable and incontestable? 

I want to hear the story of your adventures. 
Mine have been very limited. I could not leave 
Mrs. Arnold ill, with all the children on her hands, 
so I did not go to Scotland as I had intended, and 

or tjro days’ shooting in Leicestershire and 
Suffolk liave been all the absence of which I have 
been .guilty. We are fairly driven out of Chester 
Square, partly by the number of the children, partly* 
by the necessity of a better school for the two boy^"^ 
who live at home than they now get, and |re have 
about fixed on HarroW| which is in my and 

gives me easy access to London. The clay Soil is 
th^ only objectior^-j^ the grass fields and hedge- 
row elms axe a great attraction to i»e. They are r^ 
country, though ugly neighb<j®ii 

hood of Bugby where 

before Christmas 1 must, X Jrafe-hunting 

at SCarrow with an evening at^JTsto ton 

wm be amused, as I hav4 Harrison^s 

answer ^ to me !p the scarb^ the ' 

least vicious, and in p^ts so aiS^^ thfdf I iaugh^ 

Culture: a dialogue/^ 

186 T, , ' 
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till I cried. My kindest regards to your party.— » 
Ever, dear L^y de Bothschild, most sinodrely 
yours, Matthew Arnold. 

To the Same. 

Bbitisb JlV» Fossion Sohool Sooibit, 
Bobouoh Road, Lonsoit, 

November 4, 1867. 

My dear Lady de Rothschild— You see from 
my dato liow I am situated. I was going to write 
to you toKlay to beg you to thank Sir Anthony 
for- the pheasants which the invalid has already 
Tj^on to devour with much benefit and satisfaction. 
She goes to Bath on Wednesday, and returas, 
towards the end of the week following. ' By that 
■ time I hope to be in a position to set seriously to 
work about getting a house at Harrow. What you 
leill me is very important and interesting. I think 
tady Ohatles Russell has a boy^ who, like my 
eldest is an invalid, and I daresay yon will 
some ¥*** or other be kind enough to ascertain from 
her whether the school life is l*, all trying for him, 
er. whether she has any dilfioaity in getting him 
ealpaed fag^g or viol*«|'«*e*oi8es- 

wilhpiia pleasure tiie article on 

the,T4mad*yi^the ^Arteriy. a ^say you knw 
th# Bldtiall Museiaia. Tw 

SngHah religious wggidijf ieadiiig the ^cle w^ 
ertStoary interest. 

.iokexeste the^ tlif wun^aacfof Christian doctrine 
fSa ^ Judaism towards the 

^£--81 . ’ ■ 
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time of the Christian era, and such phenomena as 
Hallet^s ownership of the Golden Rule, for instance 
—I knew already, from the writings of the Stras- 
burg school — one book in particular, by Nicolas, 
on the GentuHes ^mediately Pi^eceding the Birth of 
Christ. But th^ long extracts from the Tjlmud 
itself were quite fresh to me, and gave me huge sat- 
isfaction. It is curious that, though Indo-European, 
the English people is so constituted and trained 
that there is a thousand times more chance of bring- 
ing it to a more philosophical conception of religion 
than its present conception of Christianity as some- 
thing utterly unique, isolated, and self-subsistent, 
through Judaism and its phenomena, than through 
Hellenism and its phenomena. But I must attend 
to a lesson on the battle of Waterloo. My very kind 
regards to Sir Anthony and your daughters. — Most 
sincerely yours, Matthew AnNonn. 

To his Mother. 

i 

Stookwbll TEAnoKa School, 

^ November 8 , 1867 . 

Mr DEAHEST Motheb — I havo this week to 
thank you and Pan for a letter each, and you for 
a note besides. 

I saw ,the Spectator^ but indeed my name is getting 
familiar in the newspapers. The Sefturday had a 
reference to me which I liked better than that in the 
Spectator. Lord Lytbon^s mention of me was, as 
you may suppose, a pleasant sunrise j I Imve hot 
time now to tell you about the Vhole affair, but in 
the morning I had had no intentior^ of going to the 
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dinner ; * then I thought I should like to hear the 
speeches, and with difficulty got a ticket for a place 
at a erowtled table at the tottom of the lig,Tl As I 
was fiin-shing iny soup, arrive Edmund Yates, Levy 
the editor of the Daibj Tekgraf^ and two of his 
young lions, and say they are charged to bring me 
up to the high table. I stud I was very well where 
I was, but they insisted; then Dickens sent to say 
ho hojied I would be one of the speakers, which 
I declined ; finally Lord Lytton brought me in a§ 
you saw. It allows wliat comes, in the end, of 
quietly holding your own vray, and bantering the 
world on the irrationality of its ways without losing 
temper with it I wrote Lord Lytton a line of 
thanks for his compliment, and he wrote me in 
reply a very interesting letter, as concerns himself, 
as well as us, which I have told Edward to forward 
to jaa when he has read it, and which Miss Marti- 
neau, who knows Lord Lytton, will like to see. 
Take care of it and send it to K 

Meanwhile I have been working steadily and 
have finished a pre&Kse, which ^ think will do very 
well, to my Foreign Schools. Do you wish, really 
now, to have a copy of that book ? Thank you fra 
the Star extract; but both the Star and T^egret§h 
1 shall oontrive gently to touch up on occasion. > I 
have just had. a magnificent presrart of a box 
Manilla dheroote. 1 dp. wAi smoke, but 1 
lighted with the j^retmat, as 1 shall sotikciito 
it to dear old Toss^od bis birthday. 

lib Ohattoi DhiMBa, Mote Ub ^kvMrant 
tour; MomateStSMT. 
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present for him — creature comforts, and not books 
and head work, of which he has too much. Tell 
Eowland, with my love, I have got her book, and 
Walter shall bring it. It is very well done. Your 
ever most affectionate M. A. 

To the Smie, 

NoveTTkber 16 , 1867 . 

My dearest Mother— I send you the last let- 
ter we have had from Budge and his character, 
from which you will see he is doing better this half. 
Flu and the little girls have just started for the 
dancing. The baby looks very delicate, and has 
little or no appetite, but he has no return of the 
convulsions, and the gaiely of his spirits is sur- 
prising. Dick had a very happy birthday, though 
Mr. Gibsone said he could not give them a half 
holiday ; but he was delighted with his presents, 
and they aU dined with us in the evening. To- 
night we dine out at the Coleridges^ — the first 
'Flu has dined out for months ^ and the boys 
are^oing, for the birthday playgoing, to Astley^s 
by themselves. ... I am to meet Swinburne at 
4nner on Monday, at the Lockers^ ; Lady Charlotte 
Looker is Lady Augusta Stanley's sister. He ex- 
presses a great desire to meet me, and I should like 
to do him some good, but I am afraid he has taken 
some bent. His praise has, as was natural, inclined 
the religious world to look out in my writings for 
a crusade 'against religion, and the Coii^mfpoTwry 
JRemew?, the Ohaietian Worlds and other similar 
periodicals, fix on the speeches of Empedocles and 
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Obermann, and calmly say, dropping all mention of 
tlie real siieakers, “Mr. Arnold here professes his 
Pauthoisin,” or « Mr. Arnold here diso\ms Chris- 
tianity.” However, the religious world is in so un- 
settled a state that this sort of thing does not do 
the harm it would have done two years ago. Mean- 
while nearly 1000 copies of my poems are gone, 
which is very well. I have finished and corrected 
the preface to my Foreign Schools, ^ and am well 
pleased with it; part of it, where I touch on the 
Revised Code, needed very delicate handling Now 
I have to do a sort of pendant to Chiiture and Us 
Enemies, to be called Anarchy and Avthoriiy, and 
to appear in the Christmas QomML It will amuse 
me to do it, as 1 have many things to say; and 
Harrison, Sedgwiok, and others, who have replied 
to my first paper, have given me golden oppor- 
tanities. — Your ever most affectionate M. A. 


To die Same. 

Avbmsmvx Club, Pam Mam, S.^.] 
Daember 14 , 1867 . 

Mr DBABasT Mothsb — 1 shall not send this to- 
day, because 1 know Flu is writing to Fan, and I 
am not quite sure where yon are; so it shall go by 
the early post on Monday. Every one is full of the 
Glerkenwell blow-up;" 1 was dining at the 
Club last nighty when one of the gnests laMh in 

^ Sahoolt and U»b»«rdtl«* of th$ Oontinant. 1868 . 

* derkenmU Prim was blown np Peniuis, 

1807 , 
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saying that his haasom had been nearly knocked 
down by a string of cabs with policemen filling 
them inside and out, hurrying to Clerkenwell 
prison, which had been blown up by the Fenians. 
Later in the evening the newspaper came in and 
we learnt what had really happened, You^iow 
I have never wavered in saying that the Hyde 
Park business eighteen months ago was fatal, and 
that a Government which dared not deal witli a 
mob, of any nation or with any design, simply 
opened the flood-gates to anarchy. You cannot 
have one measure for Fenian rioting and another 
for English rioting, merely because the design of 
Fenian rioting is more subversive and desperate; 
what the State has to do is to put down oil riot- 
ing with a strong hand, or it is sure to drift into 
troubles. Who can wondar at these Irish, who 
have cause to hate us, and who do not own their 
allegiance to us, making war on a State and society 
which has shown itself irresolute and feeble ? But 
all these things are signs of the real hollowness 
and insufficiency of the whole system of our public 
life for these many years past, which could not but 
break down at last, just because it was hollow and 
insufficient The great thing now is to try and 
build for the future, avoiding the faults which 
have done us so much mischief. 

People are now gone into the country for Christ- 
mas, and there is a lull in our engagements. Next 
week we only dine out once. I met a Harrow 
master la^t night at dinner, and he gave me a 
most satisfactory account of the place. Every one 
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seems agreed as to its extreme Lealthiness and 
bracingiiess; and also tliat, owing to tlie sort of 
people who have gone there to send their sons 
to the school, there is afcsolntely nothing of that 
kind of slur on home-boarders, as they are called 
at Harrow, which falls on them elsewhere, and 
notably, as we know, at Eugby. In a new book 
which has just come out about the great schools, 
there is an interesting chapter about papa, though 
the writer seems too e^rly anxious to proTe that 
papa did not originate things, bntfonly did with 
eminent force what others were doing or had done 
with less force. 

Twistleton’s pretty speech, ?ibout which you ask, 
was an application of a saying of Pindar’s, that 
words were sometimes. so Imutiful that they had 
the force of beautiful actions. I haTe a nnmber 
of letters and remarks which you and Pan would 
like to hear if I were with you, but it is no use 
sending or writing too much of tibis sort of thing. 
What I like beet is such a letter as 1 saw the other 
day to the Council Office, not meant for me to see, 
from a teacher defending his school against a severe 
report of mine; he finished, by saying that he had 
not a word against the In^pecteo^ whom he wofold 
rather have idum any othmr he had ever come in 
contact with, “as hevme dways gentle and patient 
with the chiHim,’’ The great tiring is 
after all. Xonre to Pan. — Your ever affi wfe wala 

' ■- 

Battil * onlv so 

1 Ha MAr- 
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• To Mri>. jForsttir:^ 

ATaBMarx Clitb, Xau MjktL, S.W., 
■vJ>8ceOT6«rS6, 1SJ7. 

My DBABEST K. — TK&Ittgiit otmj pile of gram- 
mar papers had already reminded me to write and 
ask you if I could bury myself, as ia fimmer 
years, in. the solitude of Bcclestou Square while 1 
looked them over. . . . 

We are in. a strange un^y state in London, and 
the profound sense I have long had of the hol- 
lowness and ibsufficiency of our whole system 
of administration does not inspire me with much 
confidence in tkis or any ptobable Government’s 
plan of meeting it. To double the ‘police on duty 
and to call out special constables seems a strange 
way of dealing with an ei%sy who is not likely to 
"come, in forces into the streets, and who really 
needs a good secret police to track his operations 
— this, and nothing else. "We shall get through 
this, end muq^^^ides we have in store, however, 
I hope and beBwi^ but the amount of change and 
labour we have- before us is immense, and few 
people, opening by degrees though their minds 
now are, can yet conceive it. It will be an amount 
of labour in proportion to the clap-trap we have 
tried to pass off on ourselves and others for truth; 
and one could hardly say more than that. Mean- 
while, d^)end upon it tl^ the great Statas of the 
, Continent have two great elements of cohesion, in 
their administrative system and in their army, 
which we have not. Italy is Itous in this respect, 
and her diffionJties would be far less if she had a 
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real a<lmmistra%e system and army, as Trance 
and Prussia liave> and not, as she has, both the one 
and the other not really ftrong. The strength of 
the English characterwill have been never more 
tried than in having to go through, -without army 
and •administration, such ^ a loosening of all old 
prejudices, respects, and habits as is beginning, and 
cannot be stopped, for it is the course of nature. 

I send you a letter, Which you need not return, 
fifom the Superioress of the German School Nuns 
in Whitechapel, thanking me on* behalf of three 
nuns who have attended the certificate examination 
I have just been holding at Stoc^ell. They at- 
tended in the costume of their order, were per- 
fectly well treated by students and training school 
authorities, and I oafstksioaally spoke a few words 
to them in German. The British and Foreign 
Training Schools are by their constitution the only 
ones in this ocnintxy that have the unsectariau 
character, as centres of examins^i^ for all comers, 
which all training schools havoji^ad; bnt imagine* 
fifty yeturs ago this Society, almost entirely formfed 
of Protestant Dissenters, having three nuns in cos- ‘ 
tume being examined alongside of their o-vm teach- 
ers and students 1 

I also send yon a note from Eenan, which gives- 
me great pleasure, and -which you must taka to Fan 
for the aut(^iaph*-book. I had sent lum aodjy «f 
my Cteltio footoros, as X have spbken 
XBssay on Celtic Poetey. 

Iiove to all y«SBP-paj*y* s^Ptotiegate 

• ’itAi . 
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To his Mother. 

The ATHBNiKUW* 
Christmas Day^ 1807. 

My DBABEST Mother ^ — A happy Christmas to 
all of you at Fox How, with my love and thanks 
for all the letters and good wishes that reacheij me 
on my birthday. 

Dear little Basil is much more himself again 
to-day. On the 23rd Hutton told me and Flu 
separately that he could not get through tlie attack, 
and at nine in the morning I did not think he 
would have lived two hours. He was exactly like 
a person in a severe paralytic seizure. 

Stanley preached last Sunday oh St. Paulas 
Roman Citizenship, and on the benefits Chris- 
tianity had derived from the just and intelligent 
administrative system of the Roman Empire ~ a 
sermoi? that reminded me of papa’s influence. I 
have been reading this year in connexion with the 
ITew Testament a good deal of Aristotle and Plato, 
and this has brought papa very much to my mind 
again. Bunsen used to say that our great business 
■ was to get rid of all that was purely Semitic in 
Christianity, jand to make it Indo-Germani^ and 
Schleiermach^r that in the Christianily of us West- 
ern naticW Ji^e^was really much more of Plato 
and of Joshua and David j and, on 

the whole, pap^ worked in the direction of these 
ideas of Bimsen and Schleiermaoher, and was per- 
hap the only powerful Englishman of his day who 
did so. In fact, he was the only deeply religious 
man who had the necessary culture for it. Then 
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I never touch on considerations about dm State 
without feeling myself on his gro^l&d. 

At this time of year, and with my birthday 
reminding me how much of my term is spent, I 
like to bring before my mind the course and scope 
of his labours, and to try and connect my own with 
them. Perhaps the ch^ge of times and modes of 
notion being allowed for, my scope is not so differ- 
ent from his as you and I often think. — Ever your 
most affectionate M. A. 


To Mrs. Forster. 

Jannarj) i, 1868. 

My DKAftBST K. — Poor little Basil died this 
afternoon, a few minutes before one o’clock. I sat 
up with him till four this morning, looking over 
my papers, that Flu and Mrs. TufBn might get 
some sleep, and at the end of every second '^per I 
went to him, stroked his poor twitching hand and 
kissed his soft warm cheek, and though he never 
slept he seemed easy, and hardly moaned at all. 
This morning, about sia^ after I had gone to bed, 
be became more restless; about eleven he had 
another oonvulsicm; from that time he sank. Flu, 
Mrs. Tuffin, aM I were all round him aa his l»eafch- 
gradually ceased, thea spaam of d^th 
over 1^ face; aff^ that iQie ^es aif^ed,>e)ll 
the features relaxed, and now as he hies wi^ .kis 
fdded, and a white esaaellia Geoigitfe^^ 
tBffit braug^ hha. lyiug on his 
sweetest and most bcaisti&il s^ht 
And 80 titis .to-** 
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fifth birthday^ vitit so much other “suffering in 
the flesh,” — the departare of youth, cares of many 
kinds, an almost painful anxiety about public mat- 
ters, — to remind tne that the time Jpas^ of our life 
may suffice us I — words which have haunted me for 
the last year or two, and that we “should no lo3>ger 
live the rest of our time in the flesh to the lusts of 
men, but to the will of God.” However different 
the interpretation we put on much of the facts and 
history of Christianity, we may unite in the bond 
" of this call, which is true for all of us, and for me, 
above all, how full of meaning and warning* — 
Ever, my dearest K,, your most affectionate 

M. A* 

To his Mother. 

Lonuok, January 6, 1868, 

Mt dearest Mother — I let Flu write to you 
on Saturday, I thought it would be a sort of pleas- 
ure to her to do it, you and Fan had always been so 
fond of Basil, and so good to him 5 indeed, except 
ourselves, you two were the people who were fond- 
est of him. I shall never cease to rejoice that you 
so persisted net y^ur invitation to our large p^y 
last.autu^sdj^ji^^^p^ we were all there together 
before this iTwill be one tie more, if that 

were warrfie^^ ^l^nd us to you and Fan and to 
dear Fox Flu's first desire was to lay the 

dear little man in Ambieside churchyard, where 
you and Fan would be hear him and see to his little 
grave; and it was my fir^ wish too, but I am afraid 
it is impracticable. Ambieside being not possible, 
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my next wish is Laleham, for ^liwh I, more than 
any of us, perhaps, except Jane, shall always have 
a homo feeling. Matt Bockland is coming to see 
mo to-night, and at lAleham it will probably be. 

This morning ho was photographed— we should 
oisei have had no picture of him whatever, — and 
BOW he lies in his little gray coffin, with his ba,u (is 
folded on his breast, and a little cross of double 
white primroses placed in them, looking sweeter 
and more touching than I can say. 

The children are very good, and every one is ■ 
very kind. — Your ever most affectionate 

M. A. 

7b the Same. 

CrasniB ScuABB, January 11, ISSS. 

Mt bbabbst Mothbb— We have just come 
back from Tjaleham, and 1 have now barely time 
before the post goes out to tell you the last of our 
dear, dear little man. It has been something to 
see him all this we^ but i^ even in his illness, 
it was not the real child we hM known, how much 
less after his death. But still there was some 
satisfaotion in going to see him, At one’s accus- 
tomed hours — directly I got^, ifim I used so 
often to see him in the day nursery in hp n%bt- 
gown, just brought in from tiie.-oitor rooan to be 
dressed. Then after hrdlkfiisfj wham 'he iMw:^ 
oame down, and used to fflcetne to can^Mtarotad 
to all the piotores. . . » 'ISe 
and so he oojrttoued to the las% 
got of a deader and Ihms 
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the eyes ceased to have the fulness of life; but the 
cheek and ohin kept all their roundness and smooth- 
ness to the last, and anything so perfect as the 
little waxen fingers crossed upon his breast was 
never seen. He had fresh flowers yesterday — 
double white primroses and lilies of the valient; at 
half-past nine in the evening Flu and I looked at 
him for the last time, and then he was brought 
down into the dining-room, closed up in his little 
cof&n, and lay all night on the table with the wsuc 
candles burning by him, and one white camellia 
Mrs. Tuffin had brought for him on his coffin. . . . 
The dear boys went to the grave before we loft 
Laleham, and found it already covered in and 
made. And now we have come back hereto find 
his day nursery without the little white bier which 
has stood in the middle of it all this week, and all 
furbished up and prepared for the ways of everyday 
Hfe again. And that little darling we have left 
behind us at Iialeham; and he will soon fade out 
of people’s remembrance, but toe shall remmnber 
him and spes^ of him as long as we live, and he 
will be .one more bond between us, even more per- 
haps in hia ds^ than in his sweet little life. — 
Yow M. A. 


Sam. 

^ idscBVJsavi, Jimmy 1&, 186& 

^ Mt nBABse® li&jOTB-^'S'on and Fan will lifce 
td .sfe ^ enolesed letter irom Mr. Speddiag of 
Eflswic*, as you see sc ma^^y.prodnetioas in whSah 
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whal I say is controverted. You need not return 
it to nio, as I have answered ii The best of this 
country is that if you say truth as it ought to be 
said, it is sure with time to take effect; and our 
strength and honesty give us tenacity enough to 
enable us to hold together till the truth has become 
sufficiently diffused, and can save us from our pres- 
ent dangerous condition. I have been amused by 
getting a letter from Edward Dicey asking me, in 
the name of the proprietors of the DoMy Telegraph, 
to give thorn a notice of Blake the artist, and to 
name nay own price. I sent a civil refusal, but you 
may depend upon it Lord Lytton was right in say- 
ing that it is no inconsidei^le advantage to me 
that all the writing world have a kind of weakness 
for me, even at the time they are attacking me. 

Altogether, I am in request just now, for I am 
being taken into their secrets, very cor^fidenUdUy, 
by three different centres of educational power at 
once. ... I think and hope I have been of some 
use; I do not mean to them, but to the cause. 
These oonfidences come when I can truly say that 


I not only do not wish to turn them to my own pri- 
vate account, or to use them to anybody up, 
but I do not even care whether or not. 

If 1 am wanted in the 
to oome to toU upon it 
not oome to tell upon St, 
go right wibdKnct lae^ : 
lias attained 




tun** more and more to that to which they have even 
now tnrncd with pleasure — the thought of my 
pretty little Basil, and resting by him in his quiet 
ohurohyArd. 

TPlu has told-you the news about our house, and 
now I must set seriously about house-hunting at 
Harrow. I have put my Cannon Street injury* 
into a solicitor’s hands. He wrote me a long letter 
of cases beajdng on mine, among which was one of 
an illiterate man falling into a reservoir because he 
did not read a notice- In my answer I could not 
forbear some joke about ray case turning out to be 
painfully lik^ that of the illiterate man, and now 
I have a formal reply to prove to me that it is not, 
which is amusing enough. I heard Tyndall lecture 
last nighty and met the Stanleys; the lecture was 
interesting, but not so good as I had expected. 
Love to Ban. — Your ever affectionate M. A. 


To tke Same. 

DarABtKBinr, 

eUKOiL Omas, DowSi^lItt Stbbst, Lohdon, 
February 

BB — Your letter of to-day is 
: my sUenoe, and I will take 
; fhpU teacher examination to 
i write on Saturday, fot-I 
ow in time. It was a 
Bln got dreadfullir 
i.waa^^day to make tihe bad 

tah'St StaM6iu 
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building and unsheltered exposure of modern villas 
very evident. Those we looked at we3?e faining 
down their slates and broken glass at the very time 
we visited them, and the old-fashioned thick wajls 
and sheltered position of Byron Eovm — the name 
of the place" We are thinking of— were the more 
appreciated. ^ Mu thought the offices bad, and the 
boys^ part will n^d some little adapting, but every 
one who kadewe Harrow so urges us to take it, and 
speaks of our good fortune in having such a chance 
so strongly, that I think we shall takeiit. Harrow 
is a bad place to get a house in at all, and a very 
bad place to get anything but a modem villa in. 
We shall have ample room in this house spare 
bedroom, dressing-room, and bachelor^s room — 
after putting the children and servants up comfort- 
ably. Also there is a good library for me, which 
is a great blessing:^ ^The kindness of everybody at 
Harrow has been’^feally delightful. I think Mu 


sent you Hr. Butler^s letter, and now it turns out 
that the school architect, a Mr. Hayjwd, has also 
a strong feeling aiwt ,papa and a^out me, and he 


has undertakeui professionally, f friend, 
tiie whole negotw^ of the 
settkiiiOTt of . toms, 
to^necegsaiy altei^ons, 

his' prof easio:S; 9^d I ^ 

over the hluse and gje^fci4«^ 

to an acre and a half of gifflpfies*/ a. 


TOL. I. ^2 e 
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veiy well stocked kitchen garden — and then we 
shall decide. I cannot tell you how the old coun- 
trified Middlesex look of the house pleases me, and 
how the physiognomy of one of the modern villas 
with their patch of raw garden depresses me. 

I am glad you like the second part of my disqui- 
sition.^ I think Marharian^ will stick; but as a 
Very charming Barbarianess, Lady Portsmouth, 
expresses a great desire to make my acquaintance, 
I daresay the race will bear no malice. In fact, 
the one arm they feel and respect is irony, as I 
have often said; whereas the Puritan Middle Class, 
at whom I have launched so much, are partly too 
good, partly too gross, to feel it. I shall tell upon 
them,' however, somehow before I have done, I 
'^6nd^';fou old Friedrich von Eatimer^s autograph, 
— Ybur ev<^ most affectionate M. A. 

‘ Zb, tody de Itothschiid. 

Ths Athskjbitk, Ifebruary Tt 1868. 

SBfJi Ladt db BotbsohiIiD — It so happens 
that I dine^Met OD. Sslnix(^ 7 — the first time 1 hare 
dined ont raiM ^ jbss, so I obnld nU oome. on 
Saturday. . inclined to say I woul^ donate 

on Sondij ^fe ^l harra a school ont at Hamtiersmith 
at bn Monday morning, SQ, I.^^d 

hettwpttlOT jhy visit to yon. It is kiiid of 'you,|o 
■wish n^t& great $ldii,^.-*^hnt it 

1 “Aaaxdby Pwt It., OmMU 

.'FetwatylSW. ' 

>08 oiek&uae lor tbe wctrtoentojr. 

* Sold Stratford d« BodaUfle. 
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no lion to make Aston Clinton attractive to me. I 
do really hope the Buckinghamshne change is in 
a fair way to be made, and then, though I do not 
come to you now, I hope the spring will not pass 
without my coming. 

Probably I was asleep when you passed me in 
the train at Willesden. You should have tapped 
violently on the window of your carriage. 

Kindest regards to all the Aston Clinton party. 
I hope you laughed over the Barbarians. They 
take it themselves very well, so far as I have 
means of seeii^. — Ever most sincerely yours, 

Matthew Abnold. 


To Ms Mother. 

Tbx Axmat^BTO, February 22, 1868. 

Mt nsABBSi Motheh — I meant this to have 
been a long letter, but it must be a hurried ontf 
for I have just received, and had to answisfl^ a losjg 
letter about the Harrow house. ... 

I4ist night I dined with the Geolog:ioal Sooi^, 
at Huxley’s invitation, who ia Pre^^ this year. 
My place was fixed betweei ^ w*|ud Tyndall. 
Lowe’s neighbourhood woullij^m^^ amusing, 
but Lord de Grey’ failed l^we was 

mowed, into tiord de 

aa^e2 nbighboua) Wartln^^ eSt- 
pj^ident. T^diill was fer§-‘ples(to^^wjtj^a 
s^Seedh not so good as pi^le expected^ 
a’ prealdbmeni^ about the umverSities ^ying 
^ iJ^terwardsEozdSIi^. 
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enough of their prizes to reward natural science. 
GardwelPs speech was far better, and more amus- 
ing. Huxley is a capital speaker, and in one of 
his speeches he brought in me and 
amusingly enough. But I had settled with him 
beforehand that I would not speak, and was pot to 
be called upon. A cleyer, but raw and intemperate 
Scotch youth, Eobert Buchanan, has been running 
rather a tilt against me and others. You will have 
seen his letters in the Spectator. Last night^^ 
FaU MaU had a tremendous onslaught upon him, 
which is very well as showing that there are people 
ready to take up on^^s* defence without one^s hav- 
ing to do it oneself. Still, I had rather it was not 
dt!^ m these bit^ answers increase and perpet- 
tSafejra^e^^wh^ I detest. Richanan probably 
the severe reviews which 
as doctrines of mine 
ap;^r them. I am‘very sorry 

this^'^jl^^l^w^hV It could be known I never 
cri|i(eisms« Tien, tbo^ the Spec- 
eofof a service" by talking 6| nly 

con^;^pt1for uidutellee^ltl people. Jt is hot at all 
knd it seis^people against one. Yen will 


laugh; hnt fiery"' hatred and malice are What I de- 
test, and*^ouldr alwaya-^^Jlay dr |vpi^ J 
To^n%ht;i dine^ wi’fih 

over Sd&Kus 

affectionate ' ^ 
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To Samo. 


Thk Atbbxjiux, M<mh 14, 1868. 

Ht dsarsst Mothxb — Our time is running 
short. To-morrow week is oar last Sunday in the 
dear little house. Between inspecting and arrang- 
ing far Harrow I am a good deal distracted, and 
have not been able to finish my Anarchy and 
Authority for the April OomMU; it must wait for 
the May number. I have had a good deal of face- 
ache tills week, caught in a very cold drive on the 


Essex ooast, and that has be«a a disturbance too. 
But, on the whole, I am well and disposed to work,, 
and in many directions., I feel more than most 
people the distracting influence^ on. which 'Bffm 
in one of his letters writes so sttongl;^.'hf'3bo^^dlti 
society, and am sure I can do most whfM 
from it, though I like it w#- iSaohgibH^h%W:' 
wuiave at dinaet the Eorst&jft-^ttri^ysi^eli^ 
.(she was Charlotte Itelafiel^'Wi^i'^Tiflit-i^r 
neighbours, the Snowdens, and wfe 
WeidegraTh’s aftearwsWs. ^ Ito t«^|8aS^^r|tove 
had two dinner invitaiaoA’dw ofie to^!^dN®ing 


pat^, but hitve declined alL Nejrt we^ we“®ne^ 
out-five nights, and the olher ni|SWe& old "WSter 
dhses witit us. To-^ii^^ht: is. the -last 
#re- iM 

M^vaaifl wifet ddt«k- toglifer’to 
a hearMfilt araf^arm • 

hKNM%]fK|#ijp^<^7 OUTS, 1( 

^afea. ikmsmgtouk 

fl 
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much, but the kitchen garden is a well-stocked one, 
and, I am told, very good and productive. We 
gave orders about planting lettuces, as we are such 
great salad people, looked with interest at our 
asparagus beds, and with apprehension at our apri- 
cot trees covered with flower, for they are too for- 
ward, and one is afraid they will be cut off. There 
is a great deal of wall, and with vines and fig trees 
trained on it, as well as apricots, peaches, and so 
on; and I hear the figs and grapes ripen two years 
out of three. It is half-way down the hill, on the 
south-west side, so it is both sheltered and sunny, 
which, of course, is excellent for the garden. It 
will be a great point to have the spare room, which 
we shall not furnish till we are settled, ready for 
you and dear Tan on your return from Devonshire. 
We shall take as many our own things as we 
can, as buying new is always the dearest way, 
though often the agreeablest. We' have given, 
orders for all the alterations, cleaning^ and re- 
paperings we mean to have done; all painting^must 
waihlor the summer holidays; there is no time for 
We hope to be in the house by^e 1st or 
iikpril. Now I think I have told you enough 
abw Harrow, so with Fan, I will 

myself, your ever most af^jartionate^ A* 

To the 

Mk nSinfer Mckthbb— I like 
on more mote Ian a 
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caace for me* The nearer I get to accomplishing 
the term of years which was papa^s, the more I 
am struck with admiration at what he did in them. 
Tt is impossible to conceive him exactly as living 
now, amidst our present ideas, because those ideas 
he himself would have so much influenced had he 
been living the last tweniy-five years, and, per- 
haps, have given in many respects a different course 
to. Still, on the whole, I think of ^e main part 
of what I have done, and am doing, as i/^ork which 
he would have approved and seen to be indispen- 
S8i;bl6. It is, as I have said to Edward, almost 
impossible for 'V^omen who get their chief idea of 
Greece from the Bible to know what we really owe 
to Greece, and how inxmh she has influenced our 
very Christianity j you, however, who knew and 
heard papa for so many years, must know this more 
than most women. Men can better estimate a force 
^ which, having been condemned by Saint Anjbrose 
and the Ohnroh as unnecessary to salvation, and 
dangerous to ^ go^ by its inherent indi^- 
pe1fi|abl<messj pos^sion of all the schools and 
^tuoatlfei^ so far as mm are concerned,,;, of 

Itself, and had and has ecclesiastics jits 


c)rs. 

papa wou^S have giyen Bellenlsm the 
tqTIty I know ;wou|4 
the^ thin^^ and fifty ye 
he would probably 

litueets 
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with, but this shows how ripe people^s minds are for 
a change in some of their fixed notions on these 
matters. What you quote from Bunsen is very 
interesting and very true. Plato, however, could 
not in his day have been a man of action, and so 
one may say, perhaps, that no single man ev^r is 
or can be perfect. But certainly Plato would have 
been less perfect than he was had he entered into 
the stock politics of Athens at his day. I shall 
read every word of Bunsen some time that I am in 
quiet at Pox How. We have glorious weather, 
and I only wish you could eat our strawberries. 
We have two great dishes every day, and I see 
no prospect of an end to them. What would I not 
give for one hour of the Eotha, or of one end of 
Grasmere Lake! My love to Pan. —Your ever 
most affectionate M. A. 

To the Same. 

ATHsisriBUM Club, June 29 , 1808 . 

My dbakbst Mothbb — All Saturday I was at 
Panshanger, having met Henry Cowper, Lord 
Cowper’s brother, at dinner at Goschen^s on 
Tui^^y^ and he having asked me to come down 
with hm and fish at PansTianger on Saturday^ and 
to bring Dick. I knew it could not be fishing 
weather, but I went, partly to se^e Panshanger and 
the pictures, partly because I think Dink will like 
ill after life to have been fishing at these places 
in his youth. . Panshanger is a beautiful place,' a 
wooded valley full of old trees and ferns, with ^ 
clear stream at thb bottom, /and the house on the 



TO HIS MOTHER. 


46T 


brow of tbe ridge backed by trees. They have two 
well-known Eaphaels, but the pictures by Andrea 
del Sarto are quite as interesting. The valley was 
full of heat and pitiless sun, and we saw the great 
trout, two feet long, lying motionless in the clear 
wat^ without a thought of rising; but Cowper 
took Dick to a deep pool where, with a worm, he 
caught a number of fine perch, and this delighted 
him. The great house and rooms, and above all 
the luncheon ending with strawberries, grapes, 
and peaches, completed his rapture, and his ques- 
tions were incessant, if I did not wish the house 
was mine, especially when we were in the library. 
At Gosohen^s I met Lord Amberley and a number 
of the young Liberal members like Trevelyan. I 
met, among them, that Mr. Winterbotham,^ who 
made a good speech in the House the other day,^ 
and certainly I am struck to find what hold among 
these younger men what I write has taken. I 
should think I heard tne word PhUistinea used at 
least a hundred times during dinner, and Barba- 
fians very often. Tq-pcwrrow I start very early 
for Eayleigh, in Essex, sol dine with the Forsters, 
having refused invitations to dine with the Meje^^ 
Rothschilds, and with a Mr. Eobarts, who asked 
pae to dine iP'ith him at the Star and Garter, that 
I might meet Frederic Harrison. I sleep here in 
Peil Mall, in what Mr/ George Smith calls his 
garret r— a delightful third floor, the bedroom at 
the back out of the noise, the front ^eoom a bath- 
room and drei^ing^roojpu I sleep th^re, again on 

^ H. <8. P. Winterbothain, -H^P. for Stroud, »jlS67-187S. 

* See SL Paul and ProteatmUism^ pre&oe, p. rvii. ‘ ^ 



458 


TO LADY DE ROTHSCHIIJO. 


Friday, when I have promised to dine with the 
Anthony Eothschilds. Lord Houghton has asked 
me to meet Longfellow at breakfast on Friday, but 
I cannot manage it. I think perhaps Longfellow 
will come and see me at Harrow. At any rate, I 
shall probably get a note from him for the auto- 
graph book. I have had a long bout of Kahn this 
last week, and my teeth are restored, so that I am 
again beautiful. He has done it very well, I think. 
My love to dear i'an. I like to think I shall see 
Kowland to-night. —Your ever most affectionate 

M. A. 


To Zady de JRothschild. 

Habrow, Augitst 9, 1868. 

Mt dear Lady be Rothschild — One of the 
oldest and best clerks in the Education Of&ce, 
whom I should be glad to help if I could, has asked 
me to try and get votes for his nephew, who is a 
candidate for the London Orphan Asylum. I send 
you one or two of his cards in case your own votes 
are unpromised, or you can do anything for him 
with other members of your family who are sub- 
scribers to the Asylum. I shall be very glad if 
you can, 

I met Mr. Deutsch the other day, and had a 
long talk with him about Hebraism and Hellenism. 
I was greatly interested in seeing him, and any 
difBldence I felt in talking about my crude specula- 
tions to such a set at rest by his telling 

me that he was distinctly conscious; while writing 
his article on the Talmud? that if it had not been 
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for what I had done he could not have written that 
article in the Qnarterl^^ and the British public could 
not have read it. I have had no such tribute to 
my powers of relaxing and dissolving yet paid. If 
we can but dissolve what is bad without dissolving 
what is good ! 

Sly last school is inspected, but we keep hesi- 
tating about our start to Westmorland because of 
the failure of water there! My mother, to whom 
we are going, is reduced to one small well, and 
this threatens to fail. All the small brooks are 
dried up, and the Eotha, our chief river, is like 
an Eastern watercourse, with only a little water in 
deep holes or under stones* When one thinks of 
the pluies torre^itielles to which in that dear country 
one is accustomed ! 

In Switzerland I hear of villages being washed 
away in tlie Engadine, and of people being confined 
to their inn for days together by the rain — so take 
care of yourselves. I hope Sir Anthony will get 
fortified against the gout, wherever you go. 

The list of my schools for my newly-arranged 
district has just reached me, and I see that I have 
two Buckinghamshire ones for October, dne of 
which will, I daresay, enable me to have a glimpse 
of you, if you are back at Aston Clinton before 
thidj month, ends. With kindest regards to your 
daughters, I am always, dear Lady de Eothschild, 
most sincerely yours, Matthew Abhou). 
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To M. E. Gfrant Duff, M.F. 

Fox How, Amblesidb, 

Slumber 9 , 1868 . 

My dear Grant Duff — It would not need the 
challenge of the presumptuous salmon to maka me 
come to Eden, if I could follow my own wishes; 
but my eldest little boy, always, as you know, 
delicate, had a fall from his pony the other day, 
and the circulation has been so much deranged by 
the shock that we are uneasy about him. Harrow 
reopens on Friday, and as he will not be movable 
by that time, I must myself reconduct the family 
menagerie to Harrow, leaving his mother here with 
him. Again this year, therefore, my northern 
projects are dissipated, and a month at this place 
will have been all my holiday. I am well and 
fresh, so on the score of health it does not matter; 
but I should greatly have enjoyed seeing you and 
your wife again at Eden, and had much looked 
forward to it. But it must be for another year. 

I have so much to do that perhaps it is better I 
should be thus obliged to return to Harrow and 
work. I have long promised Macmillan a sort of 
sketch of the development of Greek poetry, illus- 
trated by extracts in a plain translation into har- 
monious prose. ^ What is the good of for ever 
talking about the Greeks and Hellenism if nine 
people out of ten can have no notion at all, from 
practical experience, what they are like and wherein 


^ This desigB was not carried out. 
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is their iwvcrl While for Hebraism they have the 
Bible, making plain to all nations and languages 
the force of Hebraism. Yet the Bible is only 
Hebrew poetry plainly ti’anslated into harmonious 
prose. At least, the great part of it is only this. 
To ^vc something of a like currency to the best of 
Greek poetry has long been a notion of mme, but 
when one comes to tiy and carry it into effect, the 
work is one of time more than one thinks. 

Your address was almost the only one I have 
seen with any freshness or reality in it — anything 
but the old stale and damnable iteration of the 
Liberal clap-traps. I have been reading Bunsen^s 
life. With a certain obvious splay-footedness, he 
is yet very edifying. 

My kindest remembrances to Mrs. Grant Duff. — 
Most sincerely yours, M. A, 


To Lady de Rothschild. 

Haebow, October 24, 1868. . 

Dbar Lady db Rothschiu) — It is in future 
years that I shall have schools in your neighbour- 
hood in October. I find that Dr. Morel! has this 
year taken them all in the spring. I am now- 
changing their dates, but the change A\dll not take 
effect till next year. If I have a chance of inspect- 
ing near you before Christmas I will not fail . Jo 
write and offer myself at Aston Clinton for arnight, 
but except in this way I have no chance of paying 
visits, even the pleasantest, at present. Poor little 
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Tom had a fall from his pony in Westmorland, 
which seemed nothing, but which increased the 
disturbance of his circulation, always so troubled. 
He has since we brought him back had an attack 
of rheumatism which gave us great alarm, and 
though this attack seems now passing off, he is 
entirely confined to his bed, and in a state of weak- 
ness and suffering that makes it impossible for us 
to leave him except on necessity. 

I am sure you will be grieved to hear this sad 
account of your poor little acquaintance. My 
kindest regards to your daughters, and compli- 
ments to Sir Anthony, and believe me, dear Lady 
de Rothschild, always sincerely yours, 

Matthew Arnold. 


Matthew Arnold’s eldest son, Thomas, died at 
Harrow, November 23, 1868, aged sixteen. On 
the Sunday following his death the Head Master, 
Dr. Butler, thus described him in a sermon in the 
school chapel : — 

“His life was strangely unlike that which we 
assume to be characteristic of the ordinary school- 
boy. An invalid from his birth, unable to take a 
part in active games, unable even to study hard, 
shut out from all those competitions of mind and 
body which make up so much of the relish of your 
lives, he had learnt to be patient and unselfish, and 
to care for the things of God. He was with us 
but one school-quarter, yet most of you, I think, 



A EULOGY. 


463 


rememberj not indeed his character — that 
you never knew, — but the frail form, the spmtual 
face, the passionate earnestness vrith which he 
threw himself into the one school occupation which 
he could call his own — his dearly -loved music. 
There are some also among the younger of you who 
will remember one other trait — would it were now 
more common among us! — ^how that, being a mem- 
ber of one of the lowest forms, he did his utmost 
during last quarter to put a cheek on all unfairness 
in work. It is not the first time that a feeble body 
has been the home of a true and stout heart. Would 
to Grod that his manly courage — so briefly granted 
to us, so soon withdrawn — might shame or animate 
some more powerful champion to labour manfully 
in the same cause! But when I think of the little 
that such a boy was able to do, and of the effort 
which it must have cost hi/ni to do anything at all, 
instead of simply following the stream, it seems 
as though we might reverently and affectionately 
apply to him the precious words of Divine approval : 
* Thou hast a little strength, and hast kept My word, 
and hast not denied My name. Him that nver- 
cometh will I make a pillar in the temple of My 
God, and he shall go no more out : and I will write 
upon him My new name.''* 
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TO LADY DE ROTHSCHILD. 


To Lady de Rothschild, 

Hakhow, JN'ovember 30, 1868. 

My dear Lady db Eothsohild — I was sure 
you would be touched by the death of my poor 
little boy, to whom you have so often showed Jpnd- 
ness. I imagine every one here thought he could 
not get through the winter, though they could give 
no special name to his pomplaint except to call it, 
with the doctors, ^‘failure in vital power follow- 
ing upon the slight shock given to him by his fall 
from a pony in Westmorland. But his mother and 
I had watched him through so many ebbings and 
flowings of his scanty stock of vital power that we 
had always hopes for him, and till I went into his 
room last Monday morning an hour before the end 
I did not really think he would die. The astonish- 
ing self-control which he had acquired in suffering 
was never shown more than in the last words he 
said to me, when his breath grew shorter and 
shorter, and from this, and the grieved face of the 
doctor as he entered the room, he knew, I am sure, 
that the end was corner and he turned to me, and 
— his mamma, who was always with him, and 
whom he adored, having gone into the next room 
for a moment — he whispered to me, in his poor 
labouring voice, “Don't let mamma come in." At 
his age that seems to me heroic self -control", and it 
was this patience and fortitude in him, joined to 
his great fragility and his exquisdtq turn for music, 
which int0KSted so many people in him, and which 
brings us a sort of eoiiifort now in all the kind and 
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tender things that are said to us of him. But to 
Mrs. Arnold the loss of the occupation of her life 
— for so the care of him really was — will for some 
time to come be terrible. 

Many thanhs and kindest regards to Sir Anthony 
and^your daughters, and believe me always, dear 
Lady de Bnthschild, sincerely yours, 

Matthew Arnold. 

To M. E. Chant M.P, 

The ATHBiTiBsuM, December 11, 1868. 

My dear Grant Duff — I must write one line 
to say with what extreme pleasure I have seen your 
appointment,^ and to a department where your 
knowledge and powers will be most useful, though 
it is not the department you would have yourself 
selected. Yet you must have a certain p)leaiure 
too in being connected with Indian affairs, frojh 
which your family have reaped in past times ^ 
much distinction. ' ^ , 

In my opinion there is no man in this Go^J'sfe*' i 
ment who has better earned offiOe, as there m cer-" 
tainly no one in it with whose views and wishes as 
to public matters I believe myself to be more m 
sym^thy, or so much. 

My kindest remembrances and congratulatiohM , 
to your wife. — Ever sinc^ly.^ouxs, • : ^ 

MATTjSd^ Aib^old. . 

1 Under-Seoretaj^'oJ 0tat© for India in Mr. ^ 

Administration. ' ^ 

VOL. I. ^2 ^ 
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TO ms MOTHER. 


To his Mother, 

Habik>w, December 24, ^ 1868. 

My dearest Mother — I liave been doing 
papers till tbe last moment, but I must put them 
aside to Tyrite to you and tbank you and Edward, 
Susy and Ean for your letters and good wiabes. 
Now I am witbin one year of papa’s age when he 
ended his life; and how much he seems to have 
put into it, and to what ripeness of character he 
had attained! Everything has seemed to come 
together to make this year the beginning of a new 
time to me: the gradual settlement of my own 
thought, little Basil’s death, and then my dear, 
dear Tommy’s, And Tommy’s death in particular 
was associated with several awakening and epoch- 
marking things. The chapter for the day of his 
death was that great chapter, the 1st of Isaiah; the 
first Sunday after his death was Advent Sunday, 
with its glorious collect, and in the Epistle the 
passage * which converted St. Augustine. All these 
things point to a new beginning, yet it may well be 
that I aih near my end, as papa was at my age, but 
^thout papa’s ripeness, and that there will be 
little time to carry far the new beginning. But 
that is all the more reason for carrying it as far as 
one can, and as earnestly as^one can, while one 
lives. 

The weather is wonderful — so mild, and sr^h 
storms of wind and rain* Yesterday it was beauti- 
ful, and in the evening it seemed going to freeze, 

3 Romans xUi. 13. 


1 His ’birthday. 
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but to-day is stormier than ever, with the ba- 
rometer lower than I have ever seen it — down 
to 28*10. How low has yours been? Our three or 
four hundred feet above the sea always makes our 
barometer readings lower than those of most people, 
butj[ shall be curious to hear what yours are. 
Tell Edward I divide my papers (second year 
Grammar) through every day, taking in Christmas 
Day, Saturdays, and Sundays. In this way I bring 
them down to twenty-five a day, which I can do 
without the strain on my head and eyes which forty 
a day, or — as I used often to make it in old times 
by delaying at first — eighty or ninety a day would 
be. I am up at six, and work at the preface to my 
Culture and Anarchy Essays, work again at this, 
and read, between breakfast and luncheon. Play 
racquets and walk between luncheon and four; 
from four to seven look over my twenty-five papers, 
and then after dinner write my letters and read a 
little. My dream is some day to take Rydal Lodge 
for three weeks at Christmas, and to come down to 
the old Christmas country of my early years once 
again. My love all round. — I am always, nQr 
dearest mother, your most affectionate M. A. 


OF VOIi. 



